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May it pleaſe Tour Majeſty, 


= a £ HE Engliþb THEATRE 

W throws itſelf, with This 

Play, at Your MA] E- 

ST 's Feet, for Fa- 
vour and Support. 

As their Publick Diverſions are a 
ſtrong Indication of the Genius of 
a People; the following Scenes are 
an Attempt to Eſtabliſh ſuch, as are 
A 3 fit 


>-D £$DIJ CATION. 


fit to Entertain the Minds of a ſen- 
ſible Nation; and to wipe off that 
Aſperſion of Barbarity, which the 
Virtuoſi among our Neighbours, 
have ſometimes thrown upon our 
Taſte. | 

The Provok'd Husband is, at leaſt, 
an Inſtance, that an Engliſb Come- 
dy may, to an unuſual Number of 
Days, bring many Thouſands of 
His Majeſty's good Subjects toge- 
ther, to their Emolument and De- 
lighr, with Innocence. And howe- 
ver litrle Share of that Merit my 
unequal Pen may pretend to, yer 
I hope the juſt Admirers of Sir John 
LVanbrugh will allow I have, at worſt, 
been a careful Guardian of his Or- 
phan Muſe, by leading it into Your 
Majeſty's Royal Protection. 
The 


D EDICATION. 
The Defign of this Play being 
chiefly to expoſe, and reform the 


 liceatious Irregularities that, too of- 


ren, break in upon the Peace and 
Happineſs of the Married State; 


Where could fo hazardous and unpo- 


pular an Undertaking be ſecure, bur 
in the Protection of a PRINCESS, 
whoſe Exemplary Conjugal Virtues 
have given ſuch Illuſtrious Proof, of 
what ſublime Felicity that holy State 
is capable? 


And though a Crown is no cer- 


tain Title ro Content; yet to the 


Honour of that Inſtitution be ir 
ſaid, the Royal Harmony of Hearts 
that now enchants us from the 


Throne, is a Reproach to the fre- 


quent Diſquiet of thoſe many in- 
ſenſible Subjects about it, who (from 
94 His 


DEDICATION. 


His Majeſty's Paternal Care of His 
People) have more leiſure to be Hap- 
Py: And 'tis our QUEEN's peculiar 
Glory, that we often ſee Her as Emi- 
nently rais'd above her Circle, in 
private Happineſs, as in Dignity. 
Yet Heaven, MAD AM, that has 
placed You on ſuch Height, to be the 
more conſpicuous Pattern of your 
Sex, had till left your Happineſs 
Imperfect, had it not given thoſe 
ineſtimable Treaſures of your Mind, 
and Perſon, to the only Prince on 
Earth, that could have deſerv'd them: 
A Crown received from Any, bur the 
Happy Monarch's Hand, who inveſt- 
ed You with This, which You now a- 
dorn, had only ſeem'd the Work of 
Fortune: But Thus beſtow'd, the 
World acknowledges it the due Re- 
| ward 
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ward of PROVIDENCE, for One 
You once ſo gloriouſly Refus'd. 

But as the Fame of ſuch elevated 
Virtue has lifted the Plain Addreſſes 
of a whole Nation into Eloquence, 
the beſt repeated Eulogiums on thar 
Theme, are but Intrufions on Your 
Majeſty's greater Pleaſure of ſecretly 
deſerving them. I therefore beg leave 
to ſubſcribe my ſelf, 


May it pleaſe Your MajzsTy, 


Your Majeſty's moſt Devoted, 
Moſs Obedient, and 
Moft Humble Servant, 


COLLEY CIBBER. 


SEE AVIN G taken upon me, in the Prologue to this 
Wat BY Play, to give the Auditors fome ſhort Account of 
1. that Part of it which Sir John Vanbragh left unfi- 
niſh'd, and not thinking it adviſeable, in that Place, 
to limit their Judgment by ſo high a Commenda- 
tion, as I thought it deſerv'd; I have therefore, for the Satisfa- 
Rion of the Curious, printed the whole of what he wrote, ſe- 
parately, under the Single Title he gave it, of A Journey to Lon- 
dom, without preſuming to alter a Line: which the Bookſeller 
will ſell, with, or without the Provok'd Hutband. 

Yet when I own, that in my laſt Converſation with him, 
(which chiefly turn'd upon what he had done towards a Comedy ) 
he excus'd his not ſhewing it me, till he had review'd it, con- 
feiling the Scenes were yet undigeſted, too long, and irregular, 
particularly in the Lower Characters, I have but one Excuſe for 
publiſhing, what he never defign'd ſhould come into the World, 
as it then was, viz. I had no other way of taking thoſe many 
Faults to my felt, which may be juſtly found in my preſuming to 
finiſh it. 

However a Judicious Reader will find in his Original Papers, 
that the Characters are ſtrongly drawn, new, fpirited, and na- 
tural, taken from ſenfible Obſervations on high and lower Life, 
and from a juſt Indignation at the Follies in faſhion. All I 
cou'd gather from him of what he intended in the Cataſtrophe, 
was, that the Conduct of his Imaginary Fine Lady had ſo pro- 
vok'd him, that he deſign'd actually to have made her Husband 
turn her out of his Doors. But when his Performance came, at- 
ter his Deceafe, to my Hands, I thought ſuch violent Meaſures, 
however juſt they might be in real Life, were too ſevere for 
Comedy, and would want the proper Surprize, which is due to 
the End of a Play. Therefore with much ado (and 'twas as 
much as I cou'd do, with Probability) I preſerv'd the Lady's 

Chaſtity, 
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Chaſtity, that the Senſe of her Errors might make a Reconcilia- 
tion not Imptacticable; And I hope the Mitigation of her Sen- 
tence has been, fince, juſtified, by its Succeſs. 

My Inclination to preferve as much as poſſible of Sir Fobs, 
I foon ſaw had drawn the Whole into an unuſual Length; the 
Reader will therefore find here a Scene or two of the Lower 
Humour, that were left out after the firſt Day's Preſentation. 

The Favour the Town has ſhewn to the higher Characters in 
this Play, is a Proof, that their Taſte is not wholly vitiated, by 
the barbarous Entertainments that have been ſo expenſively ſet off 
to corrupt it: But, while the Repetition of the beſt old Plays 
is apt to give Satiety, and good new Ones are ſo ſcarce a Com- 
modity, we muſt not wonder, that the poor Actors are ſome- 
times forced to trade in Traſh for a Livelihood. 

cannot yet take leave of the Reader, without endeavouring 
to do Juſtice to thoſe Principal Adors, who have ſo evidently 
contributed to the Support of this Comedy: And I wich I could 
ſeparate the Praifes due to them, from the ſecret Vanity of an 
Author: For all I can ſay will ſtill infinuate, that they cou'd not 
have ſo highly excell'd, unleſs the Skill of the Writer had given 
them proper Occaſion. However, as I had rather appear vain, 
than unthankful, I will venture to ſay of Mr. Hill, that in the 
laſt AR, I never ſaw any Paſſion take ſo natural a Poſſeſſion of 
an Actor, or any Actor take ſo tender a Poſſeſſion of his Audi- 
tors. Mr. Mill; too, is conteſs'd by every Body, to have 
ſurpriz'd them, by fo far excelling himſelf But there is no do- 
ing Right to Mrs. Oldfield, without putting People in mind of 
what others, of great Merit, have wanted to come near her 
"Tis not enough to ſay ſhe Here Out- did her uſual Excellence. 1 
might therefore juſtly leave her to the conſtant Admiration of 
thoſe Spectators, who have the Pleaſure of living while She is 
an Actreſs. But as this is not the only Time She has been the 
Life of what I have given the Publick, ſo perhaps my ſaying a 
little more of ſo memorable an AQtreſs, may give this Play a 
Chance to be read, when the People of this Age ſhall be An- 
ceſtors May it therefore give Emulation to our Suc- 
ceſſors of the Stage, to know, That to the ending of the 
Year 1727, a Co- temporary Comedian relates, that Mrs. 014field 
was, then, in her higheſt Excellence of Action, happy in all the 
rarely-found Requiſites, that meet in one Perſon to compleat 

them 
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them for the Stage She was in Stature juſt riſing to that 
Height, where the Graceful can only begin to ſhew it ſelf; of a 
lively Aſpect, and a Command in her Mein, that like the princi- 
pal Figure in the fineſt Paintings, firſt ſeizes, and longeſt delights 
the Eye of the Spectator. Her Voice was ſweet, ſtrong, pier- 
cing, and melodious ; her Pronunciation voluble, diſtin&, and 
muſical; and her Emphaſis always placed where the Spirit of the 
Senſe, in her Periods, only demanded it. If She delighted more 
in the Higher Comick, than the Tragick Strain, *twas becauſe 
the laſt is too often written in a lofty Diſregard of Nature. But 
in Characters of modern practis'd Life, ſhe found occaſions ta 
add the particular Air and Manner which diſtinguiſh'd the diffe- 
rent Humours ſhe preſented. Whereas in Tragedy, the Man- 
ner of Speaking varies, as little, as the Blank Verſe it is written 
in She had one peculiar Happineſs from Nature, ſhe 
look'd and maintain'd the Agreeable at a time, when other Fine 
Women only raiſe Admirers by their Underſtanding 
The Spectator was always as much informed by her Eyes, as 
her Elocution ; for the Look is the only Proof that an Actor 
rightly conceives what he utters, there being ſcarce an Inſtance, 
where the Eyes do their Part, that the Elocution is known to be 
faulty. The Qualities ſhe had acquired, were the Genteel and 
the Elegant. The one in her Air, and the other in her Dreſs, 
never had her Equal on the Stage; and the Ornaments ſhe her- 
ſelf provided, (particularly in this Play) ſeem'd in all Reſpects 
the Paraphernalia of a Woman of Quality. And of that Sort 
were the Characters ſhe chiefly excell'd in; but her natural good 
Senſe, and lively Turn of Converſation made her Way ſo eaſy 
to Ladies of the higheſt Rank, that it is a leſs Wonder, if on 
the Stage ſhe ſometimes was, what might have become the fineſt 
Woman in real Lite, to have ſupported. 


Theatre- Royal, 


Jau. 27. 
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PR O- 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. WTILXS. 


HIS Play took Birth from Principles of Trath, 

To make Amends for Errors paſt, of Youth. 

A Bard, that's now no more, in riper Days, 
Conſcious review'd the Licence of his Plays : 


And though Applauſe bis wanton Muſe had fir d, 


Himſelf condemn'd what ſenſual Minds admir'd. 
At length, he own'd, that Plays ſhould let you ſee 
Not only, What you Are, but Ougbt to be: 
Though Vice was natural, *twas never meant, 

The Stage ſoonld ſpew it, but for Puniſhment ! 
Warm with that Thought, his Muſe once more took Flame, 
Reſolv'd to bring licentions Life to Shame. 

Such was the Piece his lateſt Pen defign'd, 

Bat left no Traces of his Plan behind. 

Lnxuriant Scenes, unprun'd, or half contriv'd; 
Yet, through the Maſs, his Native Fire ſurviv'd: 
Rongh, af rich Oar, in Mines the Treaſure lay, 
Yet ſtill *rwas Rich, and forms at length a Play. 
In which the bold Compiler boaſts no Merit, 

But that his Pains have ſawv'd you Scenes of Spirit. 
Not Scenes, that would a noiſy Joy impart, 

But ſuch as huſh the Mind, and warm the Heart. 
From Praiſe of Handi no ſure Account he draws, 
But fixt Attention it fincere Applauſe. 

If then (for hard, you'll own the Tast) his Art 
Can to thoſe Embrion-Scenes new Life impart, 
The Living proudly would exclude his Lays, 

And to the Buried Bard reſigu the Praiſe. 


* 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Lord Townly, of a Regular Life. Mr. Wilks. 


Lady Townly, Immoderate in her Purſuit 
of Pleaſures. 


Lady Grace, Siſter to Lord Townly of 
Exemplary Virtue. ? 5 Mrs. Porter. 


Mr. Manly, Her Admirer. Mr. Mills, ſen. 
Sir Francis M ronghead, A Country Gentleman. Mr. Cilber, ſen. 


Lady Wrong head, Wife; inclin'd to be 
a fine Lady. Mrs. Thur mond. 


© Mrs. 01dfield 


Squire Richard, Son; a meer Whelp. Young Metberelt. 
his | 
Miſs Jeuny 8 1 Daughter ; Pert, and | 
| . Forward. : Mrs. C:bber. 
Fohn Moody, Servant; an Honelt 5 Mr. Milly 
. ; 
Count Baſſet, A Gameſter. Mr. Bridgwater. 


Mrs. Motherly, One that letts Lodgings. Mrs. Moore. 
 Myriilla, her Neice, ſeduc'd by the Count. Mrs. Grace. 
Mrs. Truſty, Lady Towuly's Woman. Mrs. Mills. 


Maſqueraders, Conſtable, Servants, Oc. 


The SCENE Lard Townly's Houſe, and 
ſometimes Sir Francis's Lodgings. 
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ACT I SCENE L 


SCENE Lord Townly's Apartment, 
| Lord TowNLyY /olus. 


BY HY did I marry? Was it not evi- 
dent, my plain, rational Scheme of Life 
was impraQicable, with a Woman of ſo 

different a way of Thinking? Is 
there one Article of it, that ſhe has not 
broke in upon? Yes — let me 
do her Juſtice — her Reputation 

That — I have no Reaſon to believe is 
in Queſtion But then how long her profligate Courſe of 
Pleaſures may make her able to keep it —is a ſhocking Queſtion ! 
and her Preſumption While ſhe keeps it — inſupportable ! For 
on the Pride of that ſingle Virtue, ſhe ſeems to lay it down, as 
a fundamental Point, that the free Indulgence of every other 
Vice, this fertile Town affords, is the Birth-right Prerogative of 
a Woman of Quality Amazing! that a Creature ſo 
warm in the Purſuit of her Pleaſures, ſhould neyer caſt one 

Thought 
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Thought towards her Happineſs — Thus, white the àdmits 
no Lover, ſhe thinks it a greater Merit ſtill, in her Chaſtity, not 
to care for her Husband; and while ſhe herſelf is ſblacing in 
one continual Round of Cards and good Company, He, poor 
Wretch! is left, at large, to take care of his own Content- 
ment — Tis time, indeed, ſome Care were taken, and 
ſpeedily there ſhall be Yet let me not be raſh 
Perhaps this Diſappointment of my Heart may make me too 
Impatient; and ſome Tempers, when reproach'd, grow more 
untractable. Here ſhe comes — Let me be calm a while. 


Enter Lady TOWNLY. 


Going out ſo ſoon after Dinner, Madam? 
La. Toun. Lard, my Lord! what can I, poſſibly, do, „ Home 
L. Town. What does my Siſter, Lady Grace, do at Home? 
La. Town. Why that is to me Amazing! Have you ever any 
Pleaſure at Home? 
L. Town. It might be in your Power, Madam, I confeſs, to 
—_ it a little more Comfortable to me. 
La. Town. Comfortable! and ſo, my good Lord, you 
would really have a Woman of my Rank and Spirit, ſtay at 
Home to Comfort her Husband ! Lord! what Notions of Life 


fomie Men have? 
L. Town. Don't you think, Madain, ſome Ladies Notions 


are full as Extravagant ? 
La. Town. Yes, my Lord, when the Tame Doves live 
coop'd within the Penn of your Precepts, I do think *em Pro- 


digious indeed ! 
L. Town. And when they fly wild about this Town, Ma- 


dam, pray what muſt the World think of 'em then? 

La. Town, Oh! this World is not ſo ill-bred, as to quarrel 
with any Woman, for liking it. 

L. Town. Nor am I, Madam, a Husband ſo well bred, as to 
bear my Wife's being 10 fond of it; in ſhort, the Life you 


lead, Madam 
is. Torn. Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt Life in the World. 
L. Town. I ſhould not diſpute your Taſte, Madam, if a Wo- 
man had a Right to pleaſe no Body but her ſelf. 
La. Town. Why, whom would you haye her pleaſe? 
L. Town. Sometimes, her Husband, 


La. 10 
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Obligation? | 

L. Town. Certainly. 

La. Town, Why then we are agreed, my Lord For if 
I never go abroad, till I am weary of being at home —— which 
you know is the Caſe — is it not cqually reaſonable, not to 
come home till one's a weaty of being abroad? 

L. Tous. If this be your Rule of Life, Madam, tis time to 
ask you one ſerious Queſtion. 

La. Town. Don't let it be long a coming then —— for I am 
in haſte: 

L. Town. Madam, when I am ſerious, I expect a ſerious 
Anſwer. 

La. Town. Before I know the Queſtion? 

L. Town. Pſhah — have I Power, Madam, to make you ſe- 
rious; by Intreaty ? 

La. Town. You have. | 

L. Town. And you promiſe to anſwer me ſincerely? 

La: Town; Sincerely. 

L. Town. Now then recolle& your Thoughts, and tell me 
ſeriouſly, Why you married Me? 

La. Town. You inſiſt upon Truth, you ſay ? 

L. Town. I think I have a Right to it. 

La. Town. Why then, my Lord, to give you, at any 1 
Proof of my Obedience, and Siucerity I think — I mar- 
ried — to take off that Reſtraint, that lay upon my Pleaſures, 
while I was a ſingle Woman. 

L. Town. How Madam! is any Woman under leſs Reſtraint 
after Marriage, than before it? 

La. Town. O my Lord! my Lord! they are quite different 
Creatures! Wives have infinite Libertics in Life, that would be 
terrible in an unmarried Woman to take. 

L. Town. Name One. 

La. Town. Fifty, if you pleaſe to begin then, in the 
Morning — A married Woman may have Men at het Toilet, 
invite them to Dinner, appoint them a Party, in a Stage-Box at 
the Play; engroſs the Converſation there, call em by their Chri- 
ſtian Names; talk lowder than the Players ;-— From thence 
—— into the City take a frolickſome Supper at an India- 

ouſe 


perhaps, in her Gayerd ds Cwwr toaſt a pretty Fel- 
5 low 
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low —— Then Clatter again to this End of Town, break, with 
the Morning, into an Aſſembly, crowd to the Hazard Table, 
throw a familiar Levant upon ſome ſharp lurching Man of Qua- 


nt, and if he demands his Money, turn it off with a loud Laugh, 


1 __ cry — you'll owe it him, to vex him! ha! ha! 

IL. Town, Prodigious! - [Afede. 
La. Town. Theſe now; my Lord, are foe few of the many 
modi Amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the Privilege of a Wite, 
from that of a ſingle Woman. 

L. Town. Death! Madam, what Law has made theſe Liber- 
ties leſs ſcandalous in a Wife, than an unmarried Woman? 
La Town. Why the ſtrongeſt Law in the World, Cuſtom— 
Cuſtom Time out of Mind, my Lord. 

L. Town. Cuſtom, Madam, is the Law of Fools: But it 
ſhall never govern Me. 

La. Town. Nay then, my Lord, it's time for me to obſerve 
the Laws of Prudence. 

IL. Town. 1 wiſh I could fee an Inſtance of it. 

La. Town. You ſhall have one this Moment, my Lord: For 
I think, when a Man begins to loſe his Temper at Home; if a 
Woman has any Prudence, why ſhe'll go abroad *till he 
comes to himſelf again.  [ Gornp. 
I. Town. Hold Madam — I am amaz'd you are not more 
: uneaſy at the Life we lead! You don't want Senſe! and yet 
ſeem void of all Humanity: For with a Bluſh I ſay it, I think, 
I have not wanted Love: 

La. Town. Oh! don't ſay that, my Lord, if you ſuppoſe 1 
have my Senfes! 

L. Town. What is it I have done to you? what can you com- 
plain of? 

La. Town. Oh! nothing, in the leaſt: tis true, you have heard 
me ſay I have owed my Lord Larcher an Hundred Pound theſe 
three Weeks — — but what then — — a Husband is not lia- 
ble to his Wife's Debts of Honour, you know, and if 
a filly Woman will be uneaſy about Money ſhe can't be ſued 
ſot, what's that to him? as long as he loves her, 9 ſhe 
can have nothing to complain of. 

L. Tou. By Heav'n, if my whole Fortune thrown into your 
Lap, could make you delight in the cheerful Duties of a Wife, 
1 ſhould think my ſelf a Gainer by the Purchaſe. 


La. Town. 


all the good Houſe-wite I can; I am now going to a Party at 
| Qnadrille, only to piddle with à little of it, at poor two Gui- 
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La Trum That is, my Lord, I might receive your whole 
Eſtate, - provided you. naps n would not ſpend a Shilling 


of it. 


WP Ro No, Madam; were I Maſter of your Heart, your 
Pleaſures would be mine; but different, as they are, I'll feed e- 
ven your Follies, to deſerve it Perhaps, you may have 
ſome other trifling Debts of Honour Abroad, that keep you out 
of Humour at Home — at leaſt it ſhall not be my fault, if ] 
have not more of your Company — There, there's a Bill of Five 
Hundred, — and now, Madam 

La. Town. And now, my Lord, down to the Ground I 
thank you — — Now am I convinced, were [ weak enough 
to love this Man, I ſhould never get ſingle Guinea from him. 
. 


L. Town. If it be no Offence, Madam - 

La. Town. Say what you pleaſe, my Lord; I am in that Har- 
mony of Spirits, it is impoſſible to put me out of Humour. 

L. Town. How long, in Reaſon then, do you think that Sum 


ought to laſt you? 


La. Town. Oh! my dear, dear Lord! now you have ſpoil'd 
all again! How is it poſſible I ſhould anſwer for an Event, that 
ſo utterly depends upon Fortune? But to ſhew you, that I am 
more inclin'd to get Money, than to throw it away —- I have 
a ſirong Poſſeſſion, that with this five hundred, I ſhall win five 
thouſand. 

L. Town. Madam, if you were to win ten thouſand, it would 
be no Satisfaction to me. 

La. Town. O! the Churl! ten thouſand ! what! not ſo much 
as wiſh I might win ten thouſand! — Ten thouſand! O! the 
charming Sum ! what infinite pretty things might a Woman of 
Spirit do, with ten thouſand Guineas! O' my Conſcience, if ſhe 
were a Woman of true Spirit — ſhe — ſhe might loſe em 
all again! , 

L. Town. And I had rather it ſhould be ſo, Madam; provi- 
ded I could be ſure, that were the laſt you would loſe. 

La. Totun. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I defign, to play 


neas a Fiſh, with the Dutcheſs of Qsiterighi. 
[Exit Lady Towuly. 
B 2 L. Teus. 
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L. Town. Inſenſible Creature! neither Reproaches, or Indul- 
gence, Kindneſs, or Severity, can wake her to the leaſt Reflection! 
Continual Licence has lull'd her into ſuch a Lethargy of Care, 
that ſhe ſpeaks of her Exceſſes with the ſame eaſy Confidence, 
as if they were ſo many Virtues. What a turn has her Head 
taken ! — But how to cure it — I am afraid the Phyſick muſt 
be ſtrong, that reaches her — Lenitives, I ſee, are to no pur- 
poſe — take my Friends Opinion — Mazly will ſpeak freely 
— my Siſter with Tenderneſs to both ſides. They Know my 
Cafe — I'll talk with *em. 


Cn i. nt - — 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord, has ſent to know, if your Lord- 
ſhip was at home. 

L: Town. They did not deny me ? 

Serv. No, my Lord. 

L. Town. Very well; ſtep up to my Siſter, and ſay, I deſire 
to ſpeak with her. 

Serv. Lady Grace is here, my Lord. [ Ex. Serv, 


Enter Lady GRACE. 


L. Town. So, Lady fair; what pretty Weapon have you been 
killing your Time with? 

La. Grace. A huge Folio, that has almoſt kill'd me 
I think I have half read my Eyes out. 
LI. Town. O! you ſhould not pore ſo much juſt after Din- 
ner, Child. 

La. Grate. That's true, but any Body's Thoughts are better 
than always one's own, you know. 

L. Town. Who's there ? 


Enter Servant. 


Leave word at the Door, I am at home, to no Body but Mr. 
La. Grace. And why is He excepted, pray my Lord? 
L. Town. I hope, Madam, you have no ObjeQion to his 
Company? 
La. Grace. Vour particular Orders, upon my * here, look, 
indeed, as if you thought I had not. 


1. Tas. 
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L. Town. And your Ladyſhip's Inquiry into the Reaſon of 
thoſe Orders, ſhew at leaſt, it was not a Matter indifterent to 
you! 

La. Grace. Lord! you make the oddeſt ConſtruQions, Bro- 
ther ! 

L. Town. Look you, my grave Lady Grace in one ſe 
rious Word I wiſh you had him. 

La. Grace. I can't help that. 

L. Town. Hah! you can't help it! ha! ha! The flat Simplici- 


ty of that Reply was admirable ! 


La. Grace. Pooh! you teize one, Brother ! 

L. Town. Come, I beg Pardon, Child this is not a2 
Point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, hope you'll give 
me leave to be ſerious. 

La. Grace. If you deſire it, Brother ; though upon my Word, 
as to Mr. Manly's having any ſerious Thoughts of me 
I know nothing of it. 

L. Town. Well there's nothing Wrong, in your ma- 
king a Doubt of it But in ſhort, I find, by his Conver- 
ſation of late, he has been looking round the World for a Wite; 
and, if you were to look round the World for a Husband, he's 
the firſt Man I would give to you. 

La. Grace. Then, whenever he makes me any Offer, Brother, 
I will certainly tell you of it. 

L. Town. O! that's the laſt Thing he'll do; he'll never make 
you an Offer, *cill he's pretty ſure it won't be refus'd. 

La. Grace. Now you make me curious. Pray! did he ever 
make any Offer of that kind to you ? 

L. Town. Not directly; but that imports nothing: he is a 
Man too well-acquainted with the Female World, to be brought 
into a high Opinion of any one Woman, without ſome well- 
examin'd Proof of her Merit: Yet I have Reaſon to believe, 
that your good Senſe, your turn of Mind, and your way of 
Life, have brought him to ſo favourable a one of you, that a 
few Days will reduce him to talk plainly to me: which as yct 
(notwithſtanding our Friendſhip) I have neither declin'd, nor 


encourag'd him to. 


La. Grace. I am mighty glad we are ſo near, in our way of 
thinking: for to tell you the Truth he is much upon the ſame 
Terms, with me: You know he has a ſatyrical Turn; but ne- 
B 3 ver 
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ver laſhes any Folly, without giving due Encomiums to its op- 
poſite Virtue: and upon ſuch Occaſions, he is ſometimes parti- 
cular, in turning his Compliments upon Me, which I don't re- 
ceive, with any Reſerve, leſt he ſhould imagine I take ther to 
my ſelf. | 
L. Town. You are right, Child: When a Man of Merit 
makes his Addreſſes ; good Senfe may give him an Anſwer, with- 
out Scorn, or Coquetry. | 
La. Grace. Huſh! he's here. - 


Enter Mr. MANLY. 


Man. My Lord! your moſt obedient. 

L. Town. Dear Manly! yours — I was thinking to ſend to 
you. 

Mar. Then, I am glad I am here, my Lord —— Lady Grace, 
1 kits your Hands! — What, only you two! How many Vi- 
fits may a Man make, before he falls into ſuch unfaſhionable 
Company? A Brother and Siſter ſoberly fitting at home, when 
the whole Town is a gadding ! I queſtion if there is ſo particular 
a Tete a Tete, again, in the whole Pariſh of St. Fames's ! 

La. Grace. ty! fy! Mr. Manly; how cenſorious you are? 

Man. I had not made the Reflection, Madam, but that I ſaw 
you an Exception to it — Where's my Lady? 

L. Town. That I believe is impoſſible to gueſs. 

Man. Then I won't try, my Lord 

L. Tous. But, *tis probable I may hear of her, by that time I 
have been four or five hours in Bed. 

Man. Now, if that were my Caſe, I believe I 22 
But I beg Pardon, my Lord. 

L. Town. Indeed, Sir, you ſhall not: You will oblige me, 
if you ſpeak out; for it was upon this Head, I wanted to ſee you. 

Man, Why then, my Lord, ſince you oblige me to proceed, 
If that were my Caſe ar believe I ſhould cer- 
tainly ſleep in another Houſe. 

La. Grace How do you mean? 

Man. Only a Compliment, Madam. 

La. Grace. A Compliment! 

Man. Yes, Madam, in rather turning my ſelf out of doors 
than her. 

La. Grace, Don't you think, that would be going too far? 

Man, 
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hes I don't know but it might, Madam; for, in ſtrict Ju- 
ſtice, I think, ſhe ought rather to go, than I. | 

La. Grace. This is new Doctrine, Mr. Manly. | 

Man. As old, Madam, as Love, Henoxr, and Obey! When 

a Woman will ſtop at nothing that's wrong, why ſhould a Man 
ballance any thing, that's right? 
La. Grace. Bleſs me! but this is fomenting things 
Man. Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes neceſſary to diſ- 
pel Tumours: tho' I don't directiy adviſe my Lord to do this 
Ibis is only what, upon the ſame Provocation, I would 
do my elf. 

La. Grace. Ay! ay! You would do: Batchelors' Wives, in- 
deed, are finely govern'd. 

Man. If the married Men's were as well I am apt 
to think we ſhould not ſee ſo many mutual Plagues taking the 
Air, in ſeparate Coaches! 

La. Grace. Well! but ſuppoſe it your own Caſe; would you 
part with a Wile, becauſe ſhe now and then ſtays out, in the belt 
Company ? 

L. Town. Well ſid, Lady Grace! come, ſtand up for the 
Privilege of your Sex! This is like to be a warm Debate! I 
ſhall edify. 

Man. Madam, I think a Wife, after Midnight, has no Occa- 
ſion to be in better Company than her Husband's; and that fre- 
quent unreaſonable Hours make the beſt Company ———— the 
worlt Company ſhe can fall into. 

La. Grace. But, if People of Condition are to keep compa- 
ny with one another; how is it poſſible to be done, unleſs one 
conforms to their Hours ? 

Man. I can't find, that any Woman's good Breeding obliges 
hes to conform to other People's Vices. 

L. Town. I doubt, Child, here we are got a little on the 
wrong ſide of the Queſtion. 

La. Grace, Why ſo, my Lord? I can't think the Caſe fo 
bad, as Mr. Maply ſtates it — People of Quality are not tyed 
down to the Rules of thoſe, who have their Fortunes to make. 

Man. No People, Madam, are above being tyed dowu to 
ſome Rules, that have Fortunes to loſe. 

La. Grace. Pooh! I'm ſure, if you were to take my ſide of the 
AP you would be able to ſay ſomething more for it. 

34 L. Town, 
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L Town. Well! what ſay you to that, Manly? 
Man. Why *troth! my Lord, I have ſomething to ſay. 
La. Grace. Ay! that I ſhould be glad to hear now! 

IL. Town. Out with it! 

Man. Then, in one word, this, my Lord, I iow often 
thought, that the Miſ conduct of my Lady has, in a great mea» 
ſure, been owing to your Lordſhip's Treatment of her. 

La. Grace. Bleſs me! 


I. Tous. My Treatment! 
Man. Ay my Lord, you ſo oliz'd her before Marriage, that 


you even indulg'd her, like a Miſtreſs, after it: in ſhort, you 
continued the Lover, when you Aer have taken up the 


Husband. 
La. Grace. O frightful ! this is work than Vother! can a Has- 


band love a Wife too well! 

Man. As eaſily, Madam, as a Wife oy love her Husband 
too little. 

TL. Town. So! you two are never like to agree, I find. 

La. Grace. Don't be poſitive, Brother; — I am afraid we are 
both of a Mind already. ¶Aſide.] And do you, at this rate, ever 
hope to be married, Mr. Manly? 

Man. Never, Madam; 'til! 1 can meet with a Woman that 
likes my Doctrine. 

La. Grace. 'Tis pity but your Miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 

Man. Pity me, Madam, when | marry the Woman that w_ 
hear it. 

La. Grace. I think, at leaſt, he can't ſay, that's me. CAI 4. 

Man. And ſo, my Lord, by giving her more Power than was 
needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; having ſach en- 


tire poſſeſſ on of you, ſhe is not Miſtreſs of her ſelf! And, 


Mercy on us! how many fine Womens Heads have been turn'd 


upon the ſame Occaſton 


I. Town. O Manly! "tis too true! there's the Source of my 


Diſquiet! ſhe knows, and has abus'd her Power! Nay, I am 


ſtill ſo weak (with ſname I ſpeak it) 'tis not an Hour ago, that 
in the midſt of my Impatience — 1 gave her another Bill for 


five Hundred, to throw away. 


Man. Well — my Lord! to Jet you ſee 1 am ſometimes upon 
the ſide of Good- nature, I won't abſolutely blame you; for the 
greater your [ndulgence, the more you have to reproach her with. 

La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. Ay Mr. Manly! here now, 1 begin to come in 
with you: who knows, my Lord, you may have 9 
count of your Kindneſs ! | 

Max. That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend upon: Bur 
fince you have had ſo much Patience, my Lord, even go on 
with it a Day or two more! and upon her Ladyſhip's next Sal- 
ly, be a little rounder in your Expoſtulation ; if that don't work 
drop her ſoine cool Hints of a determin'd Reformation, 
and leave her to breaktaſt upon em. 

L. Town. You are perfectly right! how valuable is a Friend, 
in our Anxiety! 

Man. Therefore to divert that, my Lord, I beg, for the pto- 
ſent, we may call another Cauſe. 

La. Grace. Ay! for Goodneſs ſake let's have done with 
this. 

L. Town. With all my beet, 

La. Grace, Have you no News abroad, Mr. Manly? 

Man. A propos I have ſome, Madam; and, I believe, 
my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind | 

L. Town. Pray, let's have it. 

Mas. Do you know, that your Country Neighbour, and my 
Wiſe Kinſman Sir Francis M rongbead, is coming to Town with 
his whole Family? : 

L. Town. The Fool! what can be his Buſineſs here? 

Mas. Oh! of the laſt Importance, I'll aſſure you No 
leſs than the Buſineſs of the Nation. 

L. Toum. Explain! 

Max. He has carried his Election againſt Sir Fobs 
Worthland. 

L. Town. The Duce! what! for — for ——- 

Man. The famous Borough of Gauzzledows ! 

L. Town. A proper Repreſentative, indeed. 


La. Grace. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know him? 


Man. You have din'd with him, Madam, wben I was laſt 
down with my Lord, at Bellmont, 

La. Grace. Was not that he, that got a little mercy before 
Dinner, and overſet the Tea-table, in making his Compliments 
to my Lady? 

Man. The ſame. 

La. Grace. Pray what are his Circumſtances? I know but ve- 
ry little of him. Man. 
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Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell you, Ma- 
dam. His Eſtate, if clear, I believe, might be a good two thou- 
ſand Pound a Year: Though as it was left him, ſaddled with 
two Joyntures, and two weighty Mortgages upon it, there is no 
ſaying what it is Bat that he might be ſure never to mend 
it, he married a profuſe, young Huſſy, for Love, without ever 
a penny of Money! Thus having, like his brave Anceſtors, pro- 
vided Heirs for the Family (for his Dove breeds like a tame 
Pidgeon) he now finds Children and Intereſt- Money make ſuch 
a bawling about his Ears, that, at laſt, he has taken the friendly 
Advice of his Kinſman, the good Lord Danglecourt, to run his 
Eſtate two thouſand Pound more in Debt, to put the whole 
Management of what's left into Paul Pillage's Hands, that he 
may be at leiſure himſelf to retrieve his Affairs, by being a Par- 
liament Man. 

L. Town. A moſt admirable Scheme, indeed! 

Man. And with this politick Proſpect, he's now upan his 
Journey'to London 

L. Tous. What can it end in? 

Man. Pooh! a Journey into the Country again. 

L. Fows. Do you think he'll ſtir, 'till his Money's gone? or 
at leaſt, dll the Seſſion is over? 

Man. If my Intelligence is right, my Lord, he won't ſit long 
enough to give bis Vote for a Turn- pike. 

L. Tou. How ſo? | 

Man. O! a bitter Buſineſs! he had ſcarce a Vote, in the 
whole Town, beſide the Returning Officer; Sir Joh will cer- 
tainly have it heard at the Bar of the Houſe, and ſend him about 
his Buſineſs again. 

L. Town. Then he has made a fine Buſineſs of it, indeed! 

Man. Which, as far as my little Intereſt will go, ſhall be 
done, in as few Days as poſſible. 

La. Grace, But why would you ruin the poor Gentleman' $ 
Fortune, Mr. Manly? 


Man. No, Madam, I wou'd only ſpoil his Project, to-ſave 


his Fortane. 

I. Grace. How are you concern'd enough, to do &- 
Man. Why I have ſome Obligations to the Fami- 

ly, Madam: I enjoy at this time a pretty Eſtate; which 
| 2 Sir 
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a- Sir Francis was Heir at Law to: but —— by his being = 
ue | Booby; the laſt Will of an obſtinate old Uncle gave it me. 


no Euter a Servant. 


nd ere. [To dus Sir, here's one of your Servins rom 
"a your Houſe, deſires to fpeak with you. 
0 Man. Will you give him leave to come in, my Lord? 


» L. Town. Sir the Ceremony's of your own making. 
ic 

ily Enter MAN LY's Servant. 

his Mau. Well, James! what's the matter now ? 


ole Jam. Sir, here's Fohn Moody's juſt come to Town; he fays 
be Sir Francis, and all the Family, will be here to-night, and is iu 
a great Hurry to ſpeak with you. 
Max. Where is he? 
; Jam. At our Houſe, Sir: he has been gaping and ſtumping 
ais WF about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, and asking every one he 
meets, if they can tell him, where he may have a good Lodging 
for a Parliainent-man, *till he can hire a handſome whole Houſe, 
it for all his Family, for the Winter. 
or Man. | am afraid, my Lord, | muft wait upon Mr. Moady. 
L. Town. Pr'ythee! let's have him here: He will divert us. 

Man. O my Lord! he's ſuch a Cub! Not but he's ſo near 
Common Senſe, that he paſſes for a Wit in the Family. 

La. Grace. | beg of all Things, we may have him: I am ia 
love with Nature, let her Dreſs be never 10 homely ! 

Man. Then deſire him to come hither, James. ¶ Exit James. 

La. Grace. Pray what may be Mr. Moody's Poſt? 

Man. O! his Maitre D' Hotel, his Butler, his Bailiff, his Hind, 
his Huntſman ; and ſometimes his Companion. 
be I. Town. It runs in my Head, that the Moment this Knight 
has ſet him down, in the Houſe, he will get up, to give them 
the earlieſt Proof, of what Importance he is to the Publick, > 
his own County. 

Man, Yes, and when they have heard him, he will and, — 
his utmoſt Importance ſtands valued at ſomctimes being 
invited to Dinner. 

La. Grace. And her Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, will make: as conſi- 
derable a Figure, in her Sphere too. 
Man. That you may depend upon: For (if I don't miſtake) 
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the has ten times more of the Jade in her, than the yet ktiows 
of: And ſhe will ſo improve in this rich Soil, in a Month, that 
me will viſit all the Ladies, that will let her into their Houſes : 
And run in Debt to all the Shop-keepers, that will let her in- 
to their Books: In ſhort, before her Important Spoufe has made 
fire Pounds, by his Eloquence, at Weſtminſter; She will 
have loſt five hundred at Dice, and Quaarille, in the Parifh of 
St. Fames's. 
L. Town. So that, by that time he is declared unduly Elected, 
a Swarm of Duns will be ready for their Money; and his Wor- 
ſhip will be ready for a Jayl. ' 0 
Man. Yes, yes, that I reckon will cloſe the Account of this 
hopeful Journey to London ——— But fee here comes the Fore- 
horſe of the Team 


Enter JOHN MOODY. 


Oh! Honeſt John! 

FJ. Mood. Ad's waunds, and heart! Maſter Manly! I'm glad 
I ha” fun ye. Lawd! lawd! give me a Buſs! Why that's 
friendly naw! Fleſh! I thought we ſhould never ha' got hither! 
Well! and how d'ye do Maſter? —— Good lack! I beg Par- 
don, for my Bawldneſs ] did not ſee, at his Honour 
was here. 

L. Town. Mr. Moody, your Servant: I am glad to ſee you in 
London. I hope all the good Family is well. 

F. Mood. Thanks be prais'd your Honour, they are all in 
pretty good Heart; thof* we have had a power of Croſſes 
upo' th* Road. 

La. Grace. I hope my Lady has had no Hurt, Mr. Moody. | " 

J. Mood. Noa, and pleaſe your Ladiſhip, ſhe was never in 

better Humour : There's Money enough ſtirring now, } 
Man. What has been the Matter, Jobs? 1 
F. Mood. Why we came up, in a ſuch Hurry, you mun think, t 
that our Tackle was not ſo tight as it ſhould be. _ 

Man. Come, tell us all Pray how do they travel? 

F. Mood. Why ih* awld Coach, Maſter; and *cauſe my La- 
dy loves to do things handſome, to be ſure, ſhe would have 3 
couple of Cart-Horſes clapt to th four old Geldings, that Neigh- 
bours might ſee ſhe went up to London, in her Coach and Six!fl * 
And fo Giles Joulter the Plowman rides Poſtilion 


„„ A a 


Man. 


A-JouRNEyY to London; nf 
Man. Very well! The Journey ſets out as it fhoulddo. [ Afide.J 
What, do they bring all the Children with them too? 
that J. Mood. Noa, noa, only the younk Squoire, and Miſs Few- 
uſes: . The other Foive are all out at board, at half a Crown z 
cad, a Week, with Joa Growſe, at Smoak-Dunghil Farm. 
Max. Good again! a right Enghſo Academy for younger 
Children! 

J. Mood. Anon, Sir! [Not underſtanding bim.] 

La. Grace. Poor Souls! What will become of em? 

J. Mood Nay, nay, for that Matter, Madam, they are in ve- 
ry good Hands: Joan loves um, an as thot” they were all her 
own: For ſhe was Wet-Nurſe to every Mother's Babe of um 
this — Ay, ay, they'll ne'er want for a Belly-full there! 

La. Grace. What Simplicity ! 

Man. The Lud 'a Mercy upon all good Folks! What Work 
will theſe People make! { Holding up his Hands. 

L. Town. And when do you expect them here, Fohn ? 

J. Mood. Why we were in hopes to ha' come Yeſterday, aa? 
glad it had no” been, that th' owld Wheaze-belly Horſe tyr'd: And 
hat's then we were ſo cruelly Loaden, that the two Fore-Wheels 
her! came Craſh! down at once, in Haggon-Rnut Lane, and there 
Par. ve loſt four Hours, afore we cou'd ſet things to rights again. 

Man. So they bring all their Baggage, with the Coach then? 

J. Mood. Ay! ay! and good Store on't there is —— Why, 
my Lady's Geer alone were as much as fill'd four Portmantel 
Trunks, beſide the great Deal Box, that heavy Ralph aud the 
Monkey ſit upon behind. 

Ld. La. and Man. Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Grace. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many are they 
within the Coach? 5 

J. Mood. Why there's my Lady, and his Worſhip; and the 
younk Squoyre, and Miſs Jenny, and the fat Lap-Dog, and 
my Lady's Maid, Mrs. Handy, and Doll Tripe the Cook, 
ink, } at's all Only Doll puked a little with riding back- 

wards, ſo they hoiſted her into the. Conch-Box . And then 
> her Stomach was eaſy. 
L La. Grace. Oh! I ſee em! I ſee unn Ab! ha!— 
'e 4 [ Langbing. 
igh- J. Mood. Then yow 1 mug think, Meter, there was ſome 
ir! Stowage for th' Belly, as well as th . Childer are apt to 
4 be 
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de famiſht vpo” th* Road; ſo we had ſuch Cargoes of Plumb- 
Cake, and Baskets of Tongues, and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and 
cold boil'd Beef And then, in caſe of 'Sicknels, Bottles 
of Cherry-Brandy, Plague-water, Sack, Tent, and Strong Beer 
ſo plenty as made th' owId Coach crack again! Mercy upon 
them! and ſend em all well to Town, I ſay. 
Man. Ay! And well out on't again, John. | 
F. Mood. Ods bud! Maſter, you're a wife Mon; and, for 
that Matter, fo am I — Whoam's, whoam, I ſay: Vm ſure 
we ha? got but little Good, ere fin” we turn'd our Backs on't. 
Nothing but Miſchief! Some- Devil's Trick or other plagued 
us, awth' dey lung! Crack! goes one thing: Bawnce! goes a- 
nother. Woa! ſays Roger — Then ſowſe! we are all ſer faſt 
in a Slough. Whaw! cries Miſs! Scream go the Maids! and 
baw], jult as an' thof they were ſtuck ! And fo Mercy on us 
this was the Trade from Morning to Night. But my Lady 
| was in ſuch murrain haſte to be here, that ſet out ſhe would, 
thof* I tould her, it was Childermas Day. ; 
Mar. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, 7b 
J. Mood. Ah, Meaſter! I ha' ſeen a little of em; And I 
find that the beſt when ſhe's mended, won't ha* much 
Goodneſs to ſpare. | | 
L. Town. Well ſaid, Jobn. Ha! ha! 
Mau. I hope at erg you and your good Woman agree ſtill. 
J. Mood. Ay! ay! much of a Muchneſs. Bridget ſticks to 
me: Tho” as for her Goodneſs —— why the was willing to 
come to London too — But hawld à Bit! No, noa, ſays 1, 
there may be Miſchief enough done, without you. 
Man. Why that was bravely ſpoken, Fohr, and like a Man. 
J. Mood. Ah, weaſt Heart! were Meaſter but hawf the Mon 
that I nab Os wookers! thof* he'll ſpeak ſtawtly too 
fometimes — But then he conno' hawld it no! he conno 
hawld it. 
I. Town. La. Grace. Mar., Ha! ha! ha! in 
J. Mood. Ods fleſh! But I mun hye me whoam! th' Cooach 
will be coming every Hour naw but Meaſter charg'd me |} th. 
to find your Worſhip out; for he has hugey Buſineſs wich you ; GC 
and will certainly wait upon you, by that time he can put on a 
clean Neckcloth. 


Man. O Jobs! Ul wait upon him. 


> £ & 


J. Mood. 
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F. Mood, Why you wonne' be fo kind, wull e? * 

Max. If you'll tell me where you lodge. 

J. Mood. Juſt Pth* Street next to where your Worſhip 
dwells, the Sigh of the Golden Ball It's Gold all over; 
where they ſell Ribands, and Flappits, and other fort of Geer 
for Gentlewomen. 

Man. A Milliner's? 
fort J. Mood. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly': Waunds! ſhe has a 
ſareſ couple of clever Girls there a ſtitching i'th* Fore-room. 

»n't. ll Man, Yes, yes, ſhe is a Woman of good Buſineſs, no doubt 
rned on't ——— Who recommended that Houſe to you, Je? 

es a- J. Mood. The greateſt good Fortune in the World, fure! 
fan For as | was gaping about Streets, who ſhould look out of the 
and Window there, but the fine Gentleman, that was always riding 
by our Coach Side, at Ter Races — Count — Count Baſſet; 
ay, that's he. 

Mar. Baſſet? Oh, I remember! I know him by Sight. 

J. Mood. Well! to be ſure, as civil a Gentleman, to ſee to 
Mau. As any Sharper in Town. [ Afede. 
J. Mood. At York, he us'd to breakfaſt with my Lady every 
auch Morning. 

Mev. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her Ladyſhip will return his 
Compliment here in Town. [ Afide. 

F. Mood. Well Meaſter 
L. Town. My Service to Sir Francis, and my Lady, Jobs. 
La. Grace. And mine, pray Mr. Moody. 

F. Mood. Ah, your Honors; they'll be proud on't, I date 
lay. 

Max. Ill bring my Compliments my ſelf: So honeſt Job 

J. Mood, Dear Meaſter Monly! the Goodneſs of Goodneſs 
bleſs and preſerve you. | [Exit J. Moody. 

L. Town. What a natural Creature 'tis ? 

La. Grace. Well! I can't but think Job, in a wet Afternoon 


in the Country, mult be very good Company. 
dach L. Town. O! the Tramontane! If this were known at half 


| me the Quzaarille-Tables in Town, they wou'd lay down their 


you ; Cards to laugh at you. _ 
on 2 La. Grace. And the Minute they took them up again they 
would do the ſame at the Loſers But to let you ſee, 
5 that [ think good Company may ſometimes want Cards, to keep 
Dood. N them 
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ments, that Pride, Folly, and Falſhood ever gave me! | 
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them together, What think you, if we three ſat _ down 
to kill an Hour at Ombre? 

Mau. I ſhall be too hard for you, Madam. 

_ La. Grace: No Matter! I ſhall have as mach Advaniageo 
my Lord, as you have of me. 

L. Town. Say you ſo, Madam? Have at you then! Here! 
Get the Ombre-Table, and Cards. 6 . Town. 

La. Grace. Come, Mr. Manly ——I know you dos t forgive 
me now ! 

Man. I don't know whether l ought to forgive your thinking 
fo, Madam. Where do you imagine I could paſs my Time fo 
agrecably ? 

La. Grace. I'm ſorry my Lord is not here to take his Share 
of the Compliment —— But he'll wonder what's become 
of us! 

Man. I 11 follow, in a Moment, Madam — [Ex. La. Gre. 
It muſt be ſo She ſees, I love her Vet with 
what unoffending Decency ſhe avoids an Explanation ? How 
amiable is every Hour of her Conduct? What a vile Opinion | | 
have I had of the whole Sex, for theſe ten Years paſt, which { 
this ſenſible Creature has recover'd in leſs than One? Such a 
Companion, ſure, might compenſate all the irkſome Diſappoint- 


r — 


Could Women regulate, like her, their Lives, 
What Halcyon Days were in the Gift of Wives! 
Vain Rovers, then, might Envy, what they Hate; 

And only Fools would mock the Married State. [ Exit. | 


&C-Ty. 1 


vit. 
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r =. SCENE I. 


SCENE Mee. Motherly's Houſe. 
Euter Count BASSET and Mrs. MOTHERLY. 


Count BASSET. 


TELL you, there is not ſuch a Family in Exgland, for 
1 you! Do you think I would have gone out of your Lodg- 

ings far any Body, that was not ſure to make you eaſy for 
the Winter? | | 

Moth. Nay, I ſee nothing againſt it, Sir, but the Gentleman's 
being a Parliament-Man; and when People may, as it were, 
think one Impertinent, or be out of Humour, you know, when 
a Body comes to ask for one's Own 

C. Baſ. Pſhah! Pr'ythee never trouble thy Head His 
Pay is as good as the Bank! _—— Why he has above Two thou- 
ſand Pound a Year ! | 

Moth. Alas-a-day ! that's Nothing: Your People of ten thou- 
ſand a Year, have ten thouſand Things to do with it. 

C. Baſ. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of your Money; 
What do you think of going a little with me, Mrs. * 

Moth. As how? 

C. Baſ. Why I have a Game in my Hand, in which, if you'll 
croup me, that is, help me to play it, you ſhall go five hundred 
to nothing. 

Moth. Say you ſo? —= Why then, I go, Sir——and now 
pray let's ſee your Game. 

C. Baſ. Look you, in one Word, my Cards lie thus 


When I was down this Summer at Det, I happened to lodge i in 


the ſame Houſe with this Knight's Lady, that's now coming to 
lodge with you. 

Moth. Did you ſo, Sir? 

C. Baſ. And ſometimes had the Honour to o Breakfaſt, and 
paſs an idle Hour with her 
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Moth. Very good; and here I ſuppoſe you would have the 
Impudence to Sup, and be buſy with her. 

C. Baſ. Pſhah! pr'ythee hear me! 

Moth. Is this your Game? I would not give Six-pence for 
it! What, you have a Paſſion for her Pin-Money — no, no, 
Country Ladies are not ſo fluſh of it! 

C. Baſ. Nay! if you won't have Patience 

Moth. One had need have a good deal, I am ſure, to hear 
you talk at this Rate! Is this your way of making my poor Neice 
Myrtilla eaſy ? 

C. Baſ. Death! I ſhall do it ſtill, if the Woman will but let 
me ſpeak 

Moth. Had not you a Letter from her this Morning? ? 

C. Baſ. I have it here in my Pocket — this 1s it. 

[ Shews it, and puts it up again. 

Moth. Ay, but I don't find you have made any Anſwer to it. 

C. Baſ. How the Devil can I, if you won't hear me? 

Moth. What ! hear you talk of another Woman ? 

C. Baſ. O lud! O lud! I tell you, Ill make her Fortune — 
*Ounds! Ill marry her. 

Moth. A likely matter! if you would not do it when ſhe was 
a Maid, your Stomach is not ſo ſharp ſer, now, I prefume. 

C. Baſ. Hey day! why your Head begins to turn, my dear! 
The Devil! you did not think I propos'd to marry her myſelf! 

Moth. If you don't, who the Devil do you think will mar- 
ry her? 

C. Baſ. Why, a Fool - 

Moth. Humh ! there may be Senſe in that 

C. Baſ. Very good —— One for t'other then; if I can help 
her to a Husband, why ſhould not you come into my Scheme 
of helping me to a Wife? 

Moth. Your Pardon, Sir! ay! ay! in an honourable Affair, 
you know, you may command me — but pray where is this 
bleſſed Wife and Husband to be had? | 

C. Baſ. Now have a little Patience You mult know 
then, this Country Knight, and his Lady, bring up, in the Coach 
with them, their eldeſt Son, and a Daughter, to teach them to 
Walſh their Faces, and turn their Toes out. 

Moth. Good! 


C. Baſ. The Son is an unlick d Whelp, about ſixteen, juſt 
taken 
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taken from School ; and begins to hanker after every Wench in 
the Family: The Daughter, much of the ſame Age, a pert, 
forward Huſſy, who having eight. thouſand Pound, left her by 
an old doating Grandmother, ſeems to have a deviliſh Mind to 
be doing, in her Way too. 

Moth. And your Deſign is, to put her into Buſineſs for Life? 

C. Baſ. Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Motherly, we Gentlemen, 
whoſe occaſional Chariots roll, only, upon the four Aces, are 
liable ſometimes, you know, to have a Wheel out of Order: 
which, I confeſs, is ſo much my Caſe, at prefent, that my Dap- 
ple Greys are reduced to a Pair of Ambling Chair-men : Now 
if, with your Aſſiſtance, I can whip up this young Jade into a 
Hackney-Coach, I may chance, in a day or two after, to carry 
her in my own Chariot, ex famille, to an Opera. Now what 
do you ſay to me? 

Moth. Why, I ſhall not fleep for thinking of it. But 
how will you prevent the Family's ſmoaking your Deſign? 

C. Baſ. By renewing my Addreſſes to the Mother. 

Moth. And how will the Daughter like that, think you? 

C. Baſ. Very well — whilſt it covers her own Affair. 

Moth. That's true it muſt do —— but, as you ſay, one 
for t'other Sir ———— I ſtick to that it you don't do 
my Neice's Buſineſs with the Son, Pll blow you with the 
Davghter, depend upon't. 

C. Baſ. It's a Bett pay as we go, I tell you, and the 
five hundred ſhall be ſtak'd, in a third Hand. 

Moth. That's honeſt But here comes my Neice ! ſhall 
we let her into the Secret? 

C. Baſ. Time enough! may be, I may touch upon it. 


Euter MYRTILLA. 


Moth. So Neice, are all the Rooms done out, and the Beds 
ſheeted ? 

Myr. Yes Madam, but Mr. Moody tells us the Lady always 
burns Wax, in her c/n Chamber, and we have none in the Houle. 

Moth. Odſo! then I mult beg your Pardon, Count; this is 
a buſy Time, you know. [Exit Mrs. Motherly. 

C. Baſ. Myrtilla! how doſt thou do, Child? 

Myr. As well as a loſing Gameſter can. 

C. Baſ. Why, what have you lolt? 

C 2 
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Myr. What J ſhall never recover; and what's worſe, you that 
have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better for't. 

C. Baſ. Why Child, doſt thou ever ſee any body overjoy'd 
for winning a dgep Stake, fix Months after it's over? 

Myr. Would I had never play'd for it! 

C. Baſ. Pſhaſh! hang theſe melancholy Thoughts! we may 
be Friends (till. 

7. Dull ones. 

C. Baſ. Uſeful ones, perhaps — ſuppoſe I ſhould help thee 
to a good Husband? 

Myr. 1 ſuppole you'll think any one e good enough, that will 
take me off o' your hands. 
C. Baſ. What do you think of the young Country Squire, the 
Heir of the Family, that's coming to lodge here? 

Myr. How ſhould I know what to think of him? 

C. Baſ. Nay 1 only give you the Hint, Child; it may be 
worth your while, at leaſt, to look about you — Hark! what 
Buſtle's that without ? 


Enter Mrs. MOTHERLY i haſte. 


Moth. Sir! Sir! the Gentleman's Coach is at the Door ! they 
are all come! 

C. Baſ. What, already? | 

Moth. They arc juſt getting out won't you (ſtep, and 
lead in my Lady? Do you be in the way, Neice! I muſt run 
and receive them. [ Exit Mrs. Motherly. 


C. Baſ. And think of what I told you. [Exit Count. 

Myr. Ay! ay! you have left me enough to think of, as long 
as I live a faithleſs Fellow! I am ſure, I have been true 
to him; and for that only Reaſon, he wants to be rid of me : But 
while Women are weak, Men will be Rogues! And for a Bane 
to both their Joys, and ours; when our Vanity indulges them, 
in ſuch innocent Favours, as make them adore us; we can ne- 
ver be well, 'till we grant them the very one, that puts an end 
to their Devotion. But here comes my Aunt, and the Company. 


Mrs. MOTHERLY returut, ſhewing in Lad) WRONG- 
HEAD led by Count BAS SET. 


Moth. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk into this Parlour, Ma- 
dam, only for the preſent, till your Servants have got all your 
Things in. La. Wrong. 


A Journzy to pew 23 


La. Wrong. Well! dear Sir, this is ſo infinitely obliging — 
I proteſt, it give me Pain tho', to turn you out of your Lodg- 
ing thus! | 

C. Baſ. No Trouble in the leaſt, Madam; we ſingle Fellows 
are ſoon mov'd : beſides, Mrs. Morherly's my old Acquaintance, 
and I could not be her Hindrance, 

Moth. The Count is ſo well bred, Madam, I dare ſay he 
would do a great deal more, to accommodate your Ladyſhip. 

La. Wrong. O dear Madam! — A good well-bred ſort of a 
Woman. [ Apart to the Count. 

C. Baſ. O Madam, ſhe is very much among People of Qua- 
lity, ſhe is ſeldom without them, in her Houſe. 

L. Wrong. Are there a good many People of Quality in this 
Street, Mrs. Motherly * 

Moth. Now your Ladyſhip is here, Madam, I don't believe 
there is a Houſe without them. 

La. Wrong. | am mighty glad of that! for really I think Peo- 
ple of Quality ſnould always live among one another. 

C. Baſ. 'Tis what one would chuſe, indeed, Madam. 

La. Wrong. Bleſs me! but where are the Children all this 
while? 

Moth. Sir Francis, Madam, I believe is taking Care of them. 

Sir Fran. | within.) Jobn Moody! (tay you by the Coach, and 
ſee all our Things out Come, Children. 

Moth. Here they are, Madam. 


Enter Sir FRANCIS, Squire RICHARD, and 
Miſs JENNY. 


Sir Fran. Well, Count! 1 mun ſay it, this was koynd, indeed! 
C. Baſ. Sir Francis! give me leave to bid you welcome to 
London. 

Sir Fray. Pſhah! how doſt do Mon  Waunds, I'm 
glad to ſee thee! A good ſort of a Houſe this 

C. Baſ. Is not that Maſter Rrcbard ! 

Sir Fran. Ey! Ey! that s young Hopeful 
not Baw, Dick? 

Sqn. Rich. So ] do, Feyther. 

C. Baſ. Sir, I am glad to ſee you 


why do(t 


- I proteſt Mrs. Fane 


is grown ſo, I ſhould not have known her. 
Sir Fran. Come forward, Jenny. 


C 3 Jenny, 
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Jenny. Sure, Papa, do you think I don't know how to be- 
have my ſelf? 

C. Baſ. If I have permiſſi jon to approach Her, Sir Francis — 

Jenny. Lord, Sir! I am in ſuch a frightful Pickle — [ Salute. 

C. Baſ. Every Dreſs that's proper mult become you, Madam, 
you have been a long Jouruey. 

Jenny. I hope you will ſee me in better, To morrow, Sir. 

[La. Wrong. whiſpers Mrs. Moth. pointing to Myrtilla. 

Moth. Only a Neice of mine, Madam, that lives with me; 
ſhe will be proud to give your Ladyſhip any Aſſiſtance, in her 
Power. 

La. Wreng. A pretty ſort of a young Woman 
you two mult be acquainted. 

Jenny. O, Mamma! I am never ſtrange, in a ſtrange Place! 

[ Salutes Myr. 

Myr. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam 
Madam, your Ladyſhip's welcome to London. 

Jenny. Mamma! I like her prodigiouſly ! ſhe call'd me, my 
Ladyſhip. 

Squ. Rich. Pray Mother, maun't I be acquainted with her too! 

La. Wrong. You! you Clown! {tay 'till you learn a little 
more Breeding fitſt. 

Sir Fran. Od's heart! my Lady Wronghead! why do you 
baulk the Lad? how ſhould he ever learn Breeding, if he does 
not put himſelf forward? ; 

Squ. Rich. Why ay Feather, does Mother think 'at I'd be 
uncivil to her? 

Myr. Maſter has ſo much good Humour, Madam, he would 
ſoon gain upon any Body. [He kiſſes Myr. 

Su. Rich. Lo' you theere, Moather : and yow would but be 
quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough. 

La. Wrong. Why how now,Sirrah Boys muſt not be ſo familiar. 

Su. Rich. Why, *an I know nobody, haw the Mutrain mun 
I paſs my Time here, in a ſtrange Place? Naw you, and l, and 
Siſter, forſooth, ſometimes, in an Afternoon, may play at One 
and thirty Bone-Ace, purely. 

Fenny. Speak for your ſelf, Sir! d'ye think I play at ſuch 
Clowniſh Games? 

Szu? Rich. Why and you woan't, yo" ma' let it aloane; then 
ſhe, and I, may hap, will have a bawt at All-fours, without you. 

Sir Fran. 


Jenny, 
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Sir Fran. Noa! noa! Dick, that won't do neither ; you mun 
learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child. 

Myr. If Maſter pleaſes, I'll ſhew it him. 

Su. Rich. What! th' Humber! Hoy day! why does our Ri- 
ver run to this Tawn, Feather? 

Sir Fran Pooh! you filly Tony! Ombre is a Geam at Cards, 
that the better Sort of People play three together at. 

Sq. Rich. Nay the moare the merrier, I ſay; but Siſter is al- 
ways ſo croſs-grain'd 

Jenny. Lord! this Boy is enough to deaf People and 
one has really been (tuffi up in a Coach fo long, that — Pray 
Madam — could not I get a little Powder for my Hair? 

Myr. If you pleaſe to come along with me, Madam. 

[ Exe. Myr. and Jenny. 

Su. Rich. What, has Siſter ta'en her away naw ! meſs, PlI 
go, and have a little game with 'em. | Ex. after them. 
La. Wrong. Well Count, I hope you won't fo far change 
you Lodgings, but you will come, and be at home here ſome» 
times ? 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay! pr'ythee come and take a bit of Mutton 
with us, naw and tan, when thou'ſt nowght to do. 

C. Baſ. Well Sir Francis, you ſhall find Pll make but very 
little Ceremony. 

Sir Fran. Why ay naw, that's hearty! 

Moth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh your ſelf, with a 
Diſh of Tea, after your Fatigue? I think I have pretty good 

La. Wrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly; but I believe we 
had beſt have it above Stairs. 


Moth. Very well, Madam: it ſhall be ready immediately. 
Exit Mrs. Motherly. 


La. Wrong. Won't you walk up, Sir? 

Sir Fran. Moody ! | 

C. Baſ. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Francis, Madam? 

La. Wrong. Lard! don't mind him! he will come, if he 
likes it. 


Sir Fran. Ay, ay, ne'er heed me — I ha' things to look after 
[Ex. La. Wrong. aud Count. Bal. 


Enter JOHN MOODY. 


J. Mood. Did your Worſhip want muh? | 
C 4 Sir Fran, 
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Sir Fran. Ay, is the Coach clear'd? and all our Things in? 

F. Mood. Aw but a few Bandboxes, and the Nook that's left 
o'th* Gooſe Poy — But a Plague on him, th* Monkey has gin 
us the lip, I think —— 1 ſuppoſe he's goan to ſee his Relations; 
for here looks to be a Power of um in this Tawn but 
heavy Ralph is skawer'd after him. 

Sir Frau. Why let him go to the Devil! no matter, and the 
Hawnds had had him a Month agoe—— but I wiſh the Coach 
and Horſes were got ſafe to th' Inn! This is a ſharp Tawn, we 
mun look about us here, John, therefore I would have you goa 
alung with Roger, and ſee that no Body runs away with them 
before they get to the Stable, 

J. Mood. Alas-a-day, Sir; I believe our awld Cattle woant 
yeaſily be run away with to-night — but howſomdever, we'ſt 
ta' the beſt care we can of um, poor Sawls. 

Sir Fran, Well, well! make haſte then 

[Moody goes ont, and returns. 

J. Mood. Ods fleſh ! here's Meaſter Monly come to wait up9? 
your Worſhip! 

Sir Fran. Wheere is he? 

J. Mood. Juſt coming in, at threſhold, 


Sir Frau. Then goa about your Bufineſs. [Exit Moody. 


Enter MANLY. 


Couſin Mony! Sir, I am your very humble Servant. 

Man. I heard you were come, Sir Francis and —— 

Sir Fran, Odsheart! this was ſo kindly done of you, naw. 

Man. I wiſh you may think jt ſo, Couſin! for I confeſs, I 
ſhould have beea better pleas'd to have ſeen you in any other 
Place. 

Sir Fran. How ſoa, Sir? 

Man. Nay, *tis for your own Sake: I'm not concern'd. 

Sir Fran. Look you, Couſin! thot* I know you wiſh me well; 
yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſuch weighty Reaſons for 
what I have done, that you will ſay, Sir, this is the wiſeſt Jour- 
Hey that ever I made in my Life. 

Mas. I think it ought to be, Couſin; for I believe, you will 


find it the molt expenſive one your Election did not coſt 
you a Trifle, J ſuppoſe. 


Sir Fran. Why ay: it's true! That 


that did lick a 
little; 


4A Joux to London. 27 


little; but if a Man's wiſe, (and I han't fawn'd yet that I'm a 
Fool) there are ways, Coulin, to lick ones ſelf whole again. 
Man. Nay if you have that Secret 
Sir Fran. Don't you be fearful, Couſin 
that I know ſomething. 

Man. If it be any thing for your good, I ſhould be glad to 
know it too. 

Sir Fran. In ſhort then, I have a Friend in a Corner, that has 
let me a little into what's What, at Weſtminſter that's 
one Thing! 

Man. Very well! but what Good is that to do you? 

Sir Fran. Why not me, as much as it does other Folks ? 

Mar. Other People, I doubt, have the Advantage of different 
Qualifications. 

Sir Fran. Why ay! there's it naw! you'll ſay that I have liv'd 
all my Days i'th' Country what then I'm o'th? 
Quorum — ] have been at Seſſions, and I have made Speeches 
theere! ay, and at Veſtry too- and may hap they may 
find here, — that I have brought my Tongue up to Town with 
me! D'ye take me, naw ? 

Man. If I take your Cafe right, Couſin; I am afraid the firſt 
Occafion you will have for your Eloquence here, will be, to 
ſhew that you have any Right to make uſe of it at all. 

Sir Fran. How d'ye mean? 

Man. That Sir Jobn Worthland has lodg'd a Petition againſt 
you. 

Sir Fran. Petition! why ay! there let it lye — we'll find a 
way to deal with that, I warrant you! — why yqu forget Cou- 
fin, Sir John's o'th* Wrung fide, Mon! 

Manu. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little ſervice; 
for ia Caſes very notorious (which I take yours to be) there is 
ſuch a Thing as a ſhort Day, and diſpatching them immediately, 

Sir Fran, With all my Heart! the ſooner I ſend him home a- 
gain, the better. 

Mau. And this is the Scheme you have laid down, to repair 
your Fortune ? 

Sir Fran. In one word, Couſin, I think it my Duty! the 
Wrongheads have been a conſiderable Family, ever ſince Expland 
was England; and ſince the World knows I have Talents where- 
withal, they than't ſay it's my Fault, if I don't make as good a 
Figure as any that ever were at the Head on't. Man. 


you'll find 
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Man. Nay ! this Project, as you have laid it, will come up 
to any thing your Anceſtors have done theſe five hundred Years. 
Sir Fran. And let me alone to work it! mayhap I hav'n't told 


you all, neither. — 
Man. You aſtoniſh me! what! and is it full as practicable as 


what you have told me! 

Sir Fran. Ay, thof' I ſay it — every whit, Couſin! you'll 
find that I have more Irons 'th* Fire than one! I doan't come of 
a Fool's Errand! 

Mau. Very well. | 

Sir Fran. In a word, my Wife has got a Friend at Court, as 
well as my ſelf, and her Dowghter Jenny is naw pretty well 
grown up | 

Man | Aſide.] — And what in the Devil's Name would he 
do with the Dowdy ? 

Sir Fran. Naw, if I doan't lay in for a Husband for her, may- 
hap i'this Tawn, ſhe may be looking out for her ſelf. m——_ 

Man. Not unlikely. 

Sir Fran. Therefore I have ſome Thoughts of getting her to 
be Maid of Honour. | 

Manx. [A. ne has taken my Breath away! but I muſt 
hear him out. —— Pray Sir Francis, do you think her Education 
has yet qualified her for a Court? 

Sir Fran. Why! the Girl is a little too mettleſome, it's true! 
but the has Tongue enough: ſhe woan't be daſht! Then ſhe ſhall 
learn to daunce forthwith, and that will ſoon teach her haw to 
ſtond till, you know. 

Man. Very well; but when ſhe is thus accompliſht, you muſl 
ſtill wait for a Vacancy. 

Sir Fran. Why I hope one has a good Chance for that every 
Day, Couſin! For if I take it right, that's a Poſt, that Folks 
are not more willing to get into, than they are to get out of — 
it's like an Orange- Tree, upon that accawnt it will bear 
Bloſſoms, and Fruit that's ready to drop, at the ſame time. L. 

Man. Well, Sir, you belt know how to make good your tre 
Pretenſions! But pray where is my Lady, and my young Cou- 


fins? I ſhould be glad to ſee them too. lee y 
Sir Fran. She's but juſt taking a Diſh of Tea with the Count, L. 
and my Landl ady - P11 call her dawn, little 


Man. No, no, if ſhe's engag'd, I ſhall call again. 
Sir Fran. 
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Sir Fran. Ods-heart! but you mun ſee her naw, Couſin; 
what! the beſt Friend I have in the World! — Here! Sweet- 
eart! [To a Servant without. ] pr'ythee deſite my Lady, and the 
entleman, to come down a bit; tell her, here's Couſin Manly 
ome to wait upon her. 

Man. Pray, Sir, who may the Gentleman be? 

Sir Frau. You mun know him to be ſure; why it's Count 
Baſſet. 

Man. Oh! is it he? 
happy in his Acquaintance. 

Sir Fran, Toth! I think ſo too: He's the civileſt Man that 
ver I knew in my Life ——- why! here he would go out of 
is own Lodging, at an Hour's Warning, purely to oblige my 
amily. Was n't that kind, naw ? 

Man. Extreamly civil —— the Family is in admirable hands 
already ! 
Sir Fran. Then my Lady likes him hugely —— all the Time 
to of Nork Races, ſhe would never be withaut him. 
Man. That was happy indeed! and a prudent Man, you 
wit know, ſhould always take care that his Wife may have innocent 
ion Company. 
Sir Fran. Why ay! that's it! and I think there could not be 
ae! Much another! 
hall Man. Why truly, for her Purpole, I think not. 
toll Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he he ſtonds a lectle too 
much upon Ceremony; that's his fault. 

ntl Mar. O never fear! he'll mend that every Day —— Mercy 
on us! what a Head he has 

ery Sir Fran. So! here they come! 


IE Ester Lady WRON GHEAD, Court BASSET, and 
— Mrs. MOTHER LY. 


Your Family will be infinitely 


an; Wrong. Couſin Manly ! this is infinitely obliging! I am 
our! ©rreamly glad to ſee you. 
ou Mau. Your moſt obedient Servant, Madam; I am glad to 
ſee your Ladyſhip look ſo well, after your Journey. 
ant, La Wrong. Why really! coming to Londox is apt to put a 
little more Life in one's Looks. 
Max. Vet the way of living here, is very apt to deaden the 
„ Complexion and give me leave to tell you, as a Friend, 


Madam, 
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Madam, you are come to the warſt Place in the World, for 11 Th 


good Woman to grow better in. 5 
La. Wrong. Lord Coufin! how ſhould People ever make any is 
Figure in Life, that are a!ways moap'd up in the Country? e J 


C. Baſ. Your Ladyſhip certainly takes the Thing in a quite 
right Light, Madam: Mr. Manly, your humble Servant 
a- hem. $ 
Marx. Familiar Puppy. [A/ide.] Sir, your moſt obedient —{pjef 
J muſt be civil to the Raſcal, to cover my Suſpicion of him. 
[ Aide. goo! 
C. Baſ. Was you at White's this Morning, Sir? 
Man. Yes, vir, I juſt call'd in, 
C. Baſ. Pray what ——— was there any thing don 
there ? 
Man. Much as uſual, Sir; the ſame daily Carcaſſes, and the 
_ Crows about them, 
C. Baſ. The Demoivce Baronet had a bloody Tamble, 
yeſterday. 
Man. I hope, Sir, you had your Share of him? 
C. Baſ. No faith! I came in when it was all over 
think I juſt made a couple of Betts with him, took up a cool 
hundred, and ſo went to the King's Arms. 
La. Wrong. What a genteel, eaſy Manner he has! [Aid 
Man. A very hopeſul Acquaintance I have made here. [ Aſide, 


Enter Squire RICHARD, with a wet brown Paper on 
his Face. 

Sir Fran. How naw, Dick, what's the matter with thy For 
head, Lad? 

Sow. Rich. I ha getten a knuck upon't. 

La. Wrong. And how did you come by it, you heegleſ 
Creature? MN. 

Su. Rich. Why I was but running after Siſter, and t'othef 7,, 
young Woman, into a little Room juſt naw ; and ſo with that 5 
they flapt the Door full in my Feace, and gave me ſuch a whunſþ ir 
here [ thowght they had beaten my Brains out! ſo I gut . 
dab of wet brown Paper here, to ſwage it a while. = 

La. Wrong. They ſerv'd you right enough! will you neweſſle fir 
have done with your Horſe-play ? | don't 

Sir Fran. Pooh! never heed it, Lad! it will be well by tc 
marrow -— the Boy has a ſtrong Head! Alan 


oon 
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Man. Yes, truly, his Skull ſeems to be of a comfortable 
r 1] Thickneſs. | [ Aſide. 
Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here's Coufin Manly ——— Sir, this 
anyFis your God-ſon. 
La. Wrong. Oh! here's my Daughter too, 


Enter Miſs JENNY. 


Seu. Rich. Honour'd Gudfeyther! I crave leave to ask your 
—BBlefling. 
um. Man. Thou haſt it, Child and if it will do thee any 
good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wiſe a Man as thy 
Father. | 
La. Wrong. Miſs Fenny ! don't you ſee your Couſin, Child? 
Man. And for Thee, my pretty Dear — | Salutes her.] may'(& 
ou be, at leaſt, as good a Woman, as thy Mother. 
Fen. I wiſh I may ever be fo Handſome, Sir. 
Man. Hah! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought, that ſcems to 
ve been hatcht in the Girl on this ſide Highgate. [ Afede. 
Sir Fran. Her Tongue is a little nimble, Sir. 
La. Wrong. That's only from her Country Education, Sic 
rancis. You know ſhe has been kept too long there ä o 
[ brought her to London, Sir, to learn a little more Reſerve and 
lodeſty. | 
Man. O, the beſt Place in the World for it every Wo- 
an ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it There's 
he good Gentlewoman of the Houle, looks like a knowing 
erſon ; even ſhe perhaps will be ſo good as to ſhew her a little 
ondon Behaviour. 
Moth. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need of my In- 
uctions. | 
Man. That I dare ſay: What thou canſt teach her, ſhe will 
Von be Miſtreſs ot. [ A/tde. 

Moth. If ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at her ſervice. 

otheſ La. Wrong. Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Morherly, 
that Sir Frau. Very kind, and civil, truly I tfink we are 
hunggot into a mighty good Hawſe here. 
gut ii Man. O yes, and very friendly Company. 

C. Baſ. Humh! Þ gad I don't like his Looks he ſeems a lit- 
zeveitle ſmoaky — I believe I had as good braſh of —— If I tay, I 


dont know but he may ask me ſome odd Queſtions. ( ide. 
Man. 
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Man. Well, Sir, I believe you and I do but hinder the Fa. 


wy 
C. Baſ. It's very true, Sir —— I was juſt thinking of going ol 


He don't care to leave me, I ſee: but it's no matter, we 
have time enough. [A/ide.] And ſo Ladies, without Ceremony, 
your humble Servant. [Ex. Count Baſſet, and drops a Letter. 
La. Wrong. Ha! what Paper's this? Some Billet-doux I'! 
lay my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. ba 
[ Pats it in her Pocket. 
Sir Fran. Why in ſach haſte, Couſin? | 
Man. O! my Lady muſt have a great many Affairs upon hel 


Hands, atter ſuch a Journey. Wi 
La. Wrorg. I believe, Sir, I ſhall not have much lefs even , 
Day, while I ſtay in this Town, of one ſort or other. 
Man. Why truly, Ladies ſeldom want Employthent | here 
Madam. > 
Fenny. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, Sir. the 


Man. Nor you neither, I dare ſay, my young Miltreſs. | 

Jenny. 1 hope not, Sir. Boy 

Man. Ha! Mits Mettle ! — Where are you going, Sir? 

Sir Fran. Only to ſee you to th' Door, Sir. 

Ma. Oh! Sir Francis, I love to come and go, without Ce 
remony. 


Sir Fran. Nay, Sir, I muſt do as you will haye me a 
Your humble Servant. [ Exit Man. 2 
Jenny. This Couſin Mauly, Papa, ſeems to be but of an odt ] 
ſort of a cruſty Humour don't like him half ſo wel $ 
as the Count. | þ 
Sir Fran. Pooh! that's another thing, Child Couſin iff |, 
a little proud indeed! but however you muſt always be civil t 1 
him, for he has a deal of Money; and no Body knows who ht | 
may give it to, 2 
La. Wrong. Pſhah! a Fig for his Money! you have ſo man 17 
ProjeQs of late about Money, ſince you are a Parliament-Man Sh 
What! we mult make our ſelves Slaves to his impertinent H 5 


mours, eight, or ten Years perhaps, in hopes to be his Heirs 
and then he will be juſt old enough to marry his Maid. 

Moth. Nay, for that Matter, Madam, the Town ſays he! 5 
going to be married already. ; 
Sir Fran. Who? Couſin Manly? A 
La. Wrong. To whom, pray? Mull 
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Fa Moth. Why, is it poſſible your Ladyſhip ſhould know nothing 
of it? — to my Lord Townly's Siſter, Lady Grace. 

WEE La Wrong. Lady Grace ! 

well Mob. Dear Madam, it has been in the News-Papers ! 

o La. Wrong. I don't like that neither. 

Sir Fran. Naw, I do; for then it's likely it mayn't be true. 


Pl La. Wrong. [ Aſide.) If it is not too far gone; at leaſt it may 
; be worth one's while to throw a Rub in his way. 
cl Sen. Rich. Pray Feyther haw lung will it be to Supper? 
2 Sir Fran. Odſo! that's true! ſtep to the Cook, Lad, and ask 


what ſhe can get us? 

Meth, If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll order one of my Maids to ſhew 

VIE ter where ſhe may have any thing you have a mind to. 

Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly. 
here 5. Rich. Ods-fleh! what is not it 5 th Hawſe yet 
ſhall be famiſht but howl'd! I'll go and ask Dell, an 
there's none o'th* Gooſe Poy left. 

Sir Fran. Do ſo, and doeſt hear Dick — ſee if there's &er a 
Bottle o'th* ſtrung Beer that came ith* Coach with us if 
there be, clap a Toaſt in it, and bring it up. 

Sau. Rich. With a little Nutmeg, and Sugar, ſhawn't I, Fey- 
ther ? 

Sir Fran. Ay! ay! as thee and I always drink it for Breakfaſt 
Go thy ways! — and PI! fill a Pipe i'th* mean while. 
[Takes one ſrom 4 Pocket-Caſe, and fills it.] Exit Sqn. Rich. 

La. Mrong. This Boy is always thinking of his Belly ! 

Sir Fran. Why my Dear, you may allow him to be a little 
hungry after his Journey. 


* : La. Wrong. Nay, ev'n breed him your own way — He has 
4 been cramming in or out of the Coach all this Day, I am ſure 
— I wiſh my poor Girl could eat a quarter as much. 
** Jenny. O for that I could eat a great deal more, Mamma; 
Mar — then may hap, I ſhould grow coatſe, like him, and ſpoil my 
ape. 
5 * ; La. Wrong. Ay fo thou would'ſt, my Dear. 


Enter Squire RICHARD with a full Tankard. 


he | Su. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha' browght it it's well 
I went as I did; for our Doll had Juſt bak'd a Toaſt, and was 
Ms going to drink it her ſelf. 


Sir Fran. 
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Hir Fran. Why then, here's to thee, Dick! | [Drinks, 


Sau. Rich. Thonk yow, Feyther, 

La. Wrong. Lord! Sir Francis — can encourage 
the Boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly Liquor it's 
enough to make him quite ſtupid. 

Su. Rich. Why it niver hurts me, Mother; and I ah like 
a Hawnd after it. | Drinks. 

Sir Fran. I am ſure I ha drunk it theſe thirty Years, and by 
your Leave, Madam, I don't know that I want Wit: Ha! ha! 

Jenny. But you might have had a great deal more, Pappa, if 
you would have been govern'd by my Mother. 

Sir Fran. Daughter! he that is govern'd by his Wife, has no 
Wit at all. 

Jenny. Then I hope [ ſhall marry a Fool, Sir; for I love to 
govern dearly. 

Sir Fran. You are too pert, Child; it don't do well, in a 
young Woman. 

La. Wrong. Pray Sir Francis don't ſaub her; ſhe has a fine 
growing Spirit, and if you check her ſo, you will me her as 
dull as her Brother there. 

Su. Rich. ¶ After a long De! Indeed Mother, I think 
my Siſter is too forward. 

Jenny: You! you think Pm too forward! ſure! Brother Mud! 
your Head's too heavy to think of any thing but your Belly. 

La. Wrong. Well ſaid, Miſs; he s none of your Maſter, tho 
he is your elder Brother. 

Su. Rich. No, nor ſhe ſhawn't be my Miſtreſs, while ſhe's 
younger vilter! 

Sir Fran. Well ſaid Dick! ſhow em that ſtawt Liquor makes 
a ſtawt Heart, Lad! 

Sqn. Rich. So J wull! and I'll drink ageen, for al her! 

[ Drinks, 


Enter JOHN MOODY. | 


Sir Fran, So John! how are the Horſes ? 
J. Mood. Troth, Sir, I ha' noa good Opinion o' this Tawn, 
it's made up o' miſchief, I think ! 
Sir Fran. What's the Matter, naw ? 
J. Mood. Why I'll tell your Worſhip before we were 
gotten to th' Street End, with the Coach, hete, a great Luggei- 
+ headed 


— 1 © a 
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headed Cart, with Wheels as thick as 2 brick Wall, laid haw!'d 
on't, and has poo'd it aw to bits; Crack! went the Perch! 
Down. goes the Coach! and Whang ! ſays the Glaſles, all to 
Shivers! Marcy upon us! and this be Lenden would we were 
aw weell th” Country ageen ! 

Jenny. What have you to do, to wich us all in the Country 
again, Mr. Lubber? I hope we ſhall not go into the Country a- 
gain theſe Seven Years, Mamma; let twenty Coaches be pull'd 
to Pieces. 

Sir Frau. Hold your Tongue, Jenny! — Was Roger in no 
Fault, in all this? 

J. Mood. Noa, Sir, nor I, noather — are not yow aſheam's, 
ſays Roger, to the Carter, to do ſuch an unkind thing by Stran- 
gers? Noa, ſays he, you Bumk in. Sir, he did the thing on ve- 
ry Purpoſe! and ſo the Folks ſaid that ſtood by — Very well, 
ſays Roger, yow ſhall ſee what our Meyſter will ſayto ye! Your 
Meyſter? ſays he; your Meyſter may kiſs my —— and ſo he 
clapt his Hand juſt there, and like your Worſhip. Fleſt! I 
thowght they had better Breeding in this Tawn. 

Sir Fran. I'll teach this Raſcal ſome, I warrant him! Ods- 
bud! if I take him in hand, P11 play the Devil with him. 

Su. Rich. Ay do, Feyther, have him before the Parliament. 

Sir Fran. Ods-bud! and ſo I will II will make him 
know who I am | where does he live? — 

J. Mood. I believe, in London, Sir. 

Sir Fran, What's the Raſcal's Name? 

J. Mood. I think I heard ſomebody call him Dick. 

Sgu. Rich. What, my Name! 

Sir Fran. Where did he go? 

J. Mood. Sir, he went home. 

Sir Fran. Where's that? 


J. Mood. By my Troth, Sir, I doant know! I heard him ſay 


he would croſs the ſame Street again to-morrow; and if we had 
a mind to ſtand in his way, he wou'd pool us over and over again. 
Sir Fran. Will he ſo! Ods2zooks! get me a Conſtable. 
La. Wrong. Pooh! get you a good Supper. Come, Sir Frau- 
tit, don't put your ſelf in a Heat for what can't be helpt. Ac- 
eidents will happen to People that travel abroad to ſee the World 


For my part, I think it's a Mercy it was not over-turn'd 
before we were all out op't. 


D Sir Frau. 
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Sir Fran. Why ay, that's true again, my Dear. 

La. Wrong. Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can buy one at 
Second-hand, for preſent Uſe; fo beſpeak a new one, and then 
all's eaſy, 

F. Mood. Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this could have hetd 
you above a Day longer. 

Sir Fran. D'ye think ſo, John? 

J. Mood. Why you ha' had it, ever ſen' your Worſhip were 


High-Sheriff. 
Sir Fran, Why then go and ſee what Doll has got us for Sup- 
per and come and get off my Boots. [ Exit Sir Fran. 


La. Wreng. In the mean time, Miſs, do you ſtep to Hanay, 

and bid her get me ſome freſh Night-cloaths, [Ex. La. Wrong. 
Jenny. Yes, Mamma, and ſome for my ſelf too. [Ex. Jenny. 
Hu. Rich. Ods-fleſh! and what mun I do all alone? 


I'll &en ſeek out where t'other pratty Miſs is, 
And She and I'll go play at Cards for Kiſſes. 


ECT IHENSCCENTE'L 


SCENE the Lord Townly's Houſe, 


Enter Lord TOWNLY, « Servant atiending. 


L. Town. HO's there? ; 
Serv. My Lord! | | 
L. Town, Bid thein get Dinner — Lady Grace, your Servant. | 


Enter Lady GRACE. MM 

La. Grace. What, is the Houſe up already? My Lady is not f 
dreſt yet! 

L. Town. No Matter — it's three a-Clock <——— ſhe may 
break my Reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my Hours. 

La. Grace. Nay, you need not fear that now, oe ſhe dines 

abroad. 
T. Town. That, I ſuppoſe, is only an Excuſe for her not be- 

ing ready yet. 


La. Grace, No, upon my Word, ſhe is engaged to Company. 
L. Town. Where, pray ? Lau. Grace. 


= 
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La. Grace. At my Lady Revel's; and you know they never 
dine 'till Supper-time. 

L. Town. No truly — ſhe is one of thoſe orderly Ladies, 
who never let the Sun ſhine upon any of their Vices! — 
But pr'ythee, Siſter, what Humour is ſhe in To-day ? 

La. Grace. Ol in tip-· top Spirits, I can aſſure you ——=— ſhe 
won a good deal, laſt Night. 

L. Town, I know no Difference between her Winning or 
Loſing, while ſhe continues her courſe of Life. 

La. Grace. However ſhe is better in good Humour, than bad. 

L. Town. Much alike : When ſhe is in good Humour, other 
People only are the better for it: When in a very ill Humour, 
then, indeed, I ſeldom fail to have my Share of her. 

La. Grace, Well, we won't talk of that now Does 

by the way, Madam, 


any Body dine here? 

L. Town. Manly promis'd me 
What do you think of his laſt Converſation ? 

La. Grace. I am a little at a Stand about it. 

L. Town. How ſo? 

La. Grace, Why —— | don't kin how he can ever have 
any Thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch ſevere Rules up- 
on Wives, in my hearing. 

L. Town. Did you think his Rules unreaſonable? 

La. Grace I can't ſay I did: But he might have had a little 
more Complaiſance before me, at leaſt. 

L. Town. Complaiſance is only a Proof of good Breeding : 


But his Plainneſs was a certain Proof of his Honeſty ; nay, of 


his. good Opinion of you: For he would never have open'd 
himſelf ſo freely, but in confidence that your good Senſe could 
not be diſoblig'd at it. 

La. Grace. My good Opinion of him, Brother, has hitherto 
been guided by yours: But I have receiv'd a Letter this Morning 
that ſhews him a very different Man from what I thought him. 

L. Town. A Letter! from whom? 

La. Grace. That I don't know, but there it is. ¶ Gives a Letter. 

L. Town. Pray let's ſee. [ Reads. 

The Inclos'd, Madam, fell accidentally into my Hands; if it 


no way concerns you, you will only have the trouble of read- 
ing this, from your fincere Friend and humble Servant, 
Unknows, &c. 


D 2 La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. And this was the inclos'd. [Giving another, 
L. Town. [ Reads.) To Charles Manly, Eſq; 

Tour manuer of living with me of late, convinces me, that I 
wow grow as painful to you, as to my ſelf : but however, 
though you can love me no longer, I hope, you will not let 
me live worſe than I did, before I left an honeſt Income, for 


the vain Hopes of being ever Tours. Myrtilla Dupe. 
P. S. *Tis above four Months fince I receiv'd a Shilling 
from you. 


La. Grace. What think you now? 

L. Town. I am conſidering 

La. Grace. You ſee it's directed to him 

L. Town. That's true! but the Poſtſcript ſeems to be a Re- 
proach, that I think he is not capable of deferving. 

La. Grace. But who could have Concern enongh, to ſend it 
to me? 

L. Town, I have obſerv'd, that theſe ſort of Letters from un- 
known Friends, generally come from ſecret Enemies. 

La. Grace. What would you have me do in it? 

L. Town. What I think you ought to do 
it him, and ſay I advis'd you to it. 

La. Grace. Will not that have a very odd Look, from me? 

L. Town. Not at all, if you uſe my Name in it: If he is In- 
nocent, his Impatience to appear fo, will diſcover his Regard to 
you; If he is Guilty; it will be your beſt way of preventing his 
Addreſſes. 

La. Grace, But what Pretence have I to put him out of Coun- 
tenance ? | 

L. Town. I can't think there's any fear of that. 

La. Grace. Pray what is't you do think then? 

L. Town. Why certainly, that it's much more probable, this 
Letter may be all an Artific ce, than that he is in the leaſt con- 
cern'd in it. 


fairly ſhew 


Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord. 
L. Town. Do you receive him; while I ſtep a Minute in to 
my Lady. [Exit L. Town. 
Euter MANLY. 


Man. Madam, your moſt Obedient; they told me, my Lord 
was here. La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. He will be here preſently: He is but juſt gone 

in to my Siſter, 

Man. So! then my Lady dines with us, 

La. Grace. No; ſhe is engag'd. 

Max. I hope you are not of her Party, Madam? 

Ls. Grace. Not 'till after Dinner. 

4 And pray how may ſhe have diſpos'd of the reſt of the 
y? 

La. Grace. Much as uſual ! ſhe has Viſits till about eight; af- 
ter that, *till Court-time, ſhe is to be at Quadrille, at Mrs. Tales: 
After the Drawing-room, ſhe takes a ſhort Supper with my La- 
dy Moon-light. And from thence, they go together to my Lord 
Noble's Aſſembly. | 
Man. And are you to do all this with her, Madam ? 

La. Grace, Only a few of the Viſits; I would indeed have 
drawn her to the Play; but I doubt we have ſo much upon out 
Hands, that will not be practicable. 

Man. But how can you forbear all the reſt of it? 

La. Grace. There's no great Merit in forbearing, what one 
is not charm'd with. 

Man. And yet I baye found that very difficult, in my time. 

La. Grace. How do you mean ? 

Man. Why, I have paſs'd a great deal of my Life, in the nut 
ry of the Ladies, though I was generally better picas'd, when | 
Was at quiet without 'em. 

La. Grace. What induc'd you, then, to be with them ? 

Mau. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. 
La. Grace. No Miſtreſſes in the caſc? 
Man. To ſpeak honeſtly — Yes — being often in the Toy- 
ſhop, there was no forbearing the Bawbles. 

La. Grace. And of courſe, I ſuppoſe, ſometimes you were 
tempted to pay for them, twice as much as they were worth. 

Man. Why really, where Fancy only makes the Choice, Ma- 
dam, no wonder if we are generally bubbled, in thoſe ſort of 
Bargains, which I confeſs has been often my Caſe: For I had 
conſtantly ſome Coquet, or other, upon my Hands, whom I 
could love perhaps juſt enough, to put it in her power to plague 
me. 

2 Grace. And that's a Power, I doubt, commonly made 
e of, 
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Man. The Amours of a Coquet, Madam, feldom have any 
other View! I look upon Them, and Prudes, to be Nufances, 
juſt alike; tho' they ſeem very different: The firſt are always 
plaguing the Men; and the other are always abuſing the Wo- 
men. 

La. Grace. And yet both of them do it for the ſame vain Ends; 
to eſtabliſh a falſe Character of being Virtuous. 

Manu. Of being Chaſte, they mean; for they know no other 
Virtue: and, upon the Credit of that, they traffick in every 
thing elſe, that's Vicious: They (even againſt Nature) keep 
their Chaſtity, only becauſe they find, they have more power to 
do Miſchief with it, than they could poſſibly put in Practice 
without it. 

La. Grace. Hold! Mr. Marly: I am afraid this ſevere Opi- 
nion of the Sex, is owing to the ill Choice you have made of 
your Miſtreſſes. 

Man. In a great meaſure, it may be ſo: But, Madam, if both 
theſe Characters are ſo odious; how vaſtly valuable is that Wo- 
man, who has attain'd all they aim at, without the Aid of the 
Folly, or Vice of either ? 

La. Grace. I believe thoſe fort of Women, to be as ſcarce, 
Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any ſuch; or that allow- 
ing ſuch have Virtue enough to deſerve them. 

Man. That could deſerve them then — 
favourable Reflection! 

La. Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little Experience: For 
(en be free with you, Mr. Mazly) I don't know a Man, in the 
World, that, in Appearance, might better pretend to a Woman 
of the firſt Merit than your ſelf: And yet I have a Reaſon, in 

my Hand, here, to think you have your Failings. 

Man. I have infinite, Madam; but I am ſure, the want of an 
implicit Reſpect for you, is not among the Ni umber pray 
what is in your Hand, Madam? 

L. Grace. Nay, Sir, | have no Title to it; for the Direction 
is to you. f TGives him a Letter, 

Man. To me! I don't remember the Hand 


had been a more 


[ Reads to himſelf. 
La. Grace. I can't perceive any change of Guilt in him! and 
his Surprize ſeems Natural! [ Afide.] + Give me leave 
to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. Manly; That!] ſhould 
5 never 
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never have ſhewn you this, but that my Brother enjoyn'd me 
tO it. 

Man. I take that to proceed from my Lord's good Opinion 
of me, Madam. 

La. Grace. I hope, at leaſt, it will ſtand as an Excuſe for my 
taking this Liberty. 

Mas. | never yet ſaw you do any thing, Madam, that want- 
ed an Excuſe; and, I hope, you will not give me an Inſtance to 
the contrary, by refuſing the Favour I am going to ask you, 

La. Grace. J don't believe I ſhall refuſe any, that you think 
proper to ask. 

Mau. Only this, Madam, to indulge me ſo far, as to let me 
know, how this Letter came into your Hands? 

La. Grace, Incloſed to me, in this, without a Name. 

Mau. If there be no Secret in the Contents, Madam 

La. Grage. Why there is an impertinent Infinuation 
in it; But as I know your good Senſe will think it ſo too, I will 
yenture to truſt you. 

Man. You oblige me, Madam. 

He takes the other Letter, and reads. 

La. Grace. [ Aſide.] Now am I in the oddeſt Situation! me- 
thinks our Converſation grows terribly Critical ! This mult pro- 
duce ſomething: —— O lud! would it were over! 

Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome Light into the 
poor Project, that is at the Bottom of all this. 

La. Grace. | have no Notion of what could be propos'd 
by it. 

Man. A little Patience, Madam 
finuation you mention ———— 

La. Grace. O! what is he going to ſay now ! [ Aſide. 

Man. Tho? my Intimacy with my Lord may have allow'd 
my Viſits to have been very frequent here, of late: Yet, in ſuch 
a talking Town, as this, you muſt not wonder, if a great ma- 
ny of thoſe Viſits are plac'd to your Account: And this taken 
for granted, I ſuppoſe has been told to my Lady Wronghead, as 
a piece of News, fince her Arrival, not improbably without 
many more imaginary Circumſtances. 

La. Grace. My Lady Wronghead! 

Man. Ay, Madam, for I am poſitive this is her Hand ! 


La. Grace. What View could ſhe have in writing it? 
D 4 Mas. 
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Man. To interrupt any Treaty of Marriage, ſhe may have 
heard I am cagag'd in: Becauſe if I dye without Heirs, her Fa- 
mily expects that ſome part of my Eflate may return to them a- 
gain. But, I hope, the is ſo, far miſtaken, that if this Letter, has 
given you the lealt Uneaſineſs, — I ſhall think that the happieſt 
Moment of my Life. 


= 


La. Grace. That does not carry your uſual Complaiſance, 


Mr. Many. rc ods latal 

Man. Yes, Madam, becauſe I am ſure I can convince you of 
my Innocence. ED 
La. Grace. I am ſure, I have no right to enquire into it. 

Man. Suppoſe you may not, Madam; yet you may very in- 
nocently have ſo much Curioſity. 

La. Grace. With what an artful Gentleneſs he ſteals into my 
Opinion? ¶Aſide,] Well, Sir, I won't pretend to have fo little 
of the Woman, in me, as to want Curiolity — But pray, do 
you ſuppoſe then, this Myrtilla is a real, or a filtitious Name? 

Man. Now | xecolledt, Madam, there is a young Woman, 
in the Houſe, where my Lady Hronghead lodges, that I heard 
ſomebody call Myrtilla: This Letter may be written by her — 
but how it came directed to me, I confeſs is a Myſtery ; that be- 
fore I ever preſume to ſee your Ladyſhip again, I think my ſelf 
oblig'd, in Honour, to find out. | [ Going, 

La. Grace. Mr. Manly you are not going? 

Man. 'Tis but to the next Street, Madam; I ſhall be back in 
ten Minutes. 

La. Grace. Nay! but Dinner's juſt. coming up. 

Man. Madam, I can neither eat, nor reſt, till I ſee an end 
of this Affair! 

La. Grace. But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any filly Curioſity 
of mine drive you away ? 

Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Madam; then it 
ſhall be only to fatisfie my own Curioſity — [ Exit Manly, 

La. Grace. Well —— and now, what am I to think of all 
this? Or, ſuppoſe an indifferent Perſon had heard every Word 
we have ſaid to one another, what would They have thought 
on't? Would it have been very abſurd to conclude, he is ſeriouſ- 
1y inclin'd to paſs the reſt of his Life with me? I hope not 
— for I am ſure, the Caſe is terribly clear on my Side! and 
why may not I, without Vanity, ſuppoſe my — unaccountable 

ſome- 
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ſomewhat — has done as much Execution upon him ? — why 
— becauſe he never told me ſo — nay, he has not ſo much as 
mention'd the Word Love, or ever ſaid one civil thing to my 
Perſon ——— well but he has faid a thouſand to my good 
Opinion, and has certainly got it had he ſpoke firſt to 
my Perſon, he had paid a very ill Compliment to my Under- 
ſtanding _—— I ſhould have thought him Impertinent, and ne- 
ver have troubled my Head about him; but as he has manag d the 
matter, at leaſt I am ſure of one thing; that let his Thoughts be 


what they will, I ſhall never trouble my Head about any other 
an, as long as T live. 


Enter Mrs. TRUSTY. 


Well, Mrs. Tr«ſty, is my Siſter dreſs'd yet? 

Trafty. Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been courting her fo, 
I think, till they are both out of Humonr. 

La. Grice, How fo? 

Trafly. Why, it began, Madam, with his Lordſhip's deſiring 
het Ladyſhip to dine at home To-day =— upon which my Lady 
ſaid ſhe could not be ready; upon that, my Lord order'd them 
to ſtay the Dinner, and then my Lady ordet'd the Coach; then 
my Lord took her ſhort, and ſaid, he had order'd the Coachman 
to ſet up: Then my Lady made him a great Curt'ſy, and ſaid, 
ſhe would wait till his Lordſhip's Horſes had din'd, and was 
mighty pleafant : But for fear of the werſt, Madam, ſhe whiCl- 


per'd me to get her Chair ready. [Exit Truſty. 
La. Grace. Oh! here they come; and, by their Looks, ſeem 
2 little unfit for Company. [ Exit La. Grace. 


Emer Lady TOWNLY, Lord TOWN LY following. 


La. Town. Well! look you, my Lord; I can bear it no lon- 
get! nothing tiff but about my Faults, my Faults! an agreeable 
Subject tra 

L. Town. Why, Madam, if you won't hear of them; how 
tan I ever hope to ſee you mend them? 

La. Town. Why, I don't intend to mend them —— I can't 
mend them you know [ have try d to do it an hundred 


times, and it hurts me fo - I can't bear it ! 
L. Town. Antl, Madam, can't bear this daily licentious A- 
buſe of your Tithe and Character. 


La. Town. 
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La. Tows. Abuſe! Aſtoniſhing! when the Univerſe knows, 
I am never better Company, than when I am doing what I have 
a Mind to! But to ſee this World! that Men can never get o- 
ver that ſilly Spirit of Contradiction — why but laſt Thurſday 
now — there you wiſely amended one of my Faults, as you 
call them you inſiſted upon my not going to the Maſ- 
querade and pray, what was the Conſequence ! was not 
I as croſs as the Devil, all the Night after“ was not I forc'd to 
get Company at home? and was not it almoſt three a- Clock in 
the Morning, before I was able to come to my ſelf again? and 
then the Fault is not mended neither for next time, 
I ſhall only have twice the Inclination to go: ſo that all this 
mending, and mending, you ſee, is but dearning an old Ruffle, 


to make it worſe than it was before. 
L. Town. Well, the manner of Women's living, of late, is 


inſupportable; and one way or other 

La. Town. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe! why ſo it may; but 
then, my dear Lord, you mult give one Time —— and when 
Things are at worſt, you know, they may mend themſelves ! 
ha! ha! 

L. Town. Madam, I am not in a Humour, now, to trifle. 

La. Town. Why then, my Lord, one Word of fair Argu- 
ment — to talk with you, your own way now —— You com- 
plain of my late Hours, and I of your early ones — fo far are 
we even, you'll allow — but pray which gives us the beſt Fi- 
gure, in the Eye of the Polite World? my active, ſpirited Three 
in the Morning, or your dull, drowſy Eleven at Night? Now, 
I think, One has the Air of a Woman of Quality, and t'Other 
of a plodding Mechanick, that goes to Bed betimes, that he may 
riſe early, to open his Shop Faugh! 

L. Town. Fy, fy, Madam! is this your way of Reaſoning ? 
tis time to wake you then 'tis not your ill Hours alone, 
that diſturb me, but as often the ill — that occaſion 


thoſe ill Hours. 
La. Town. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my Lord; what 


ill Company do l keep? . 

L. Town. Why, at beſt, Was that loſe their Money, and 
Men that win it! Or, perhaps, Men that are voluntary Bubbles 
at one Game, in hopes a Lady will give them fair play at ano- 


ther. Then that unavoidable mixture with known Rakes, con- 
| ceal'd 
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ceal'd Thieves, and Sharpers in Embroidery —— or what, to 
me, is ſtill more ſhocking, that Herd of familiar chattering crop- 
ear'd Coxcombs, who are ſo often like Monkeys, there would 
be no knowing them aſunder, but that their Tails hang from 
their Head, and the Monkey's grows where it ſhould do. 

La. Town. And a Husband mult give eminent Proof of his 
Senſe, that thinks their Powder-puffs dangerous. 

L. Town. Their being Fools, Madam, is not always the Hus- 
band's Security : Or if it were, Fortune, ſometimes, gives them 
Advantages might make a thinking Woman tremble. 

La. Town. What do you mean 

L. Town. That Women, ſometimes, loſe more than they are 
able to pay; and if a Creditor be a little preſſing, the Lady may 
be reduc'd, to try if inſtead of Gold, the Gentleman will ac- 
cept of a Trinket. 

La. Town. My Lord, you grow ſcurrilous; you'll make me 
hate you. I'll have you to know, I keep Company with the 
polite(t People in Town, and the Aſſemblies I frequent are full 
of ſuch. 

I. Town, So are the Churches now and then. 

La. Town. My Friends — them too, as well as the Al- 
ſemblies. 

L. Town. Yes, and would do it oftener, if a Groom of the 
Chambers there were allow'd to furniſh Cards to the Company. 

La. Town. | ſee what you drive at all this while; you would 
lay an Imputation on my Fame, to cover your own Avarice! [ 
might take any Pleaſures, I find, that were not expenſive. 

L. Town. Have a Care, Madam; don't let me think you on- 
ly value your Chaſtity, to make me reproachable for not indul- 
ging you in every thing elſe, that's vicious — I, Madam, have 
a Reputation too, to guard, that's dear to me, as yours 
The Follies of an ungovern'd Wife may make the wiſeſt Man 
uncaſy ; but 'tis his own fault, if ever they make him con- 
temptible. 

La. Town. My Lord — you would make a Woman mad 

L. Town. You'd make a Man a Fool, 

La. Town. If Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that won't be 
in my Power. 

L. Town. Whatever may be in your Inclination, Madam; 
I'll prevent your making me a Beggar, at leaſt. 


La. Town. 
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La. Town. A Beggar! Craſus! I'm out of Patience! I won't 
come home ttill four To-morrow Morning. 
L. Town. That may be, n but I'll order the Doors to 
be lock'd at twelve. 
La. Town. Then I won't come home till To-morrow N ;ght. 
L. Teun. Then, Madam — you ſhall never come home again. 
Exit L. Town, 
La. Town. What does he mean! I never heard ſuch a Word 
from him in my Life before ! the Man always us'd to have Man- 
ners, in his worſt Humours! there's ſomething, that I don't fee, 
at the Bottom of all this — but his Head's always upon ſome 
impracticable Scheme or other, ſo I won't trouble mine any lon- 
ger about him. Mr. Manly, your Servant. 


Enter MANLY. 


Mau. I ask Pardon for my Intruſion, Madam; but I hope my 
Buſineſs with my Lord will excuſe it. 
La. Town. I believe you'll find him in the next Room, Sir. 
Man. Will you give me leave, Madam? 
La. Town. Sir—you have my leave, tho' you were a Lady. 
Man. [ Afide.) What a well-bred Age do we live in? 
[Exit Manly. 


Euter Lady GR ACE. 


La. Town. O! my dear Lady Grace! how could you leave 
me ſo unmercifully alone, all this while? 

La. Grace. I thought my Lord had been with you. 

La. Town. Why yes — and therefore I wanted your Relief; ; 
for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter here 
La. Grace. Bleſs me! for what ? 

La. Town. Only our uſual Breakfaſt ; we have each of us had 
our Diſh of Matrimonial Comfort, this Morning we have been 
charming Company ! 

La. Grace. | am mighty glad of it! ſure it muſt be a vaſt Hap- 
pineſs, when a Man and a Wife can give themſelves the ſame 
Turn of Converſation ! 

La. Town. O! the prettieſt thing in the World! 

La. Grace. Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two People 


are every Day together ſo, they muſt often be in want of ſome- 
thing to talk upon. 1 
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La. Town. O my Dear, you are the moſt miſtaken in the 
World! married People have Things to talk of, Child, that ne- 
ver enter into the Imagination of others why, here's my 
Lord and I now, we have not been married above two ſhort 
Years, you know, and we have already eight or ten Things con- 
ſtantly in Bank, that whenever we want Company, we can 
take up any one of them for two Hours together, and the Sub- 
ject never the flatter: nay, if we have occaſion for it, it will 
be as freſh next Day too, as it was the firſt Hour it entcr- 
tain'd us. 

La. Grace. Certainly, that muſt be vaſtly pretty ! 

La. Town. O! there's ao Life like it! why Yother Day, for 


Example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord and I, after a pret- 


ty cheerful tete à tete Meal, fat us down by the Fire- ſide, in an 
eaſy, indolent, pick-tooth Way, for about a Quarter of an Hour, 
as if we had not thought of one another's being in the Room — 
at laſt, ſtretching himſelf, and yawning — My Dear, ſays he — 
aw — you came home very late, laſt Night —'T was but juſt 
turn'd of Two, fays I I was a-bed — aw —— by E- 
leven, ſays he; So you are every Night, ſays I —- Well, ſays 
he, I am amaz'd you can fit up ſo late How can you be 
amaz'd, ſays I, at a Thing that happens ſo often? upon 
which we enter'd into a Converſation — and tho” this is a 
Point has entertain'd us above fifty times already, we always 
find ſo many pretty new Things to ſay upon it, that I believe, in 
my Soul, it will laſt as long as we live! 

La. Grace. But pray! in ſuch ſort of Family Dialogues (tho* 
extreamly well, for paſſing the Time) don't there, now and then, 
enter ſome little witty ſort of Bitterneſs? 

La. Town. O yes! which does not do amiſs at all! A ſmart Re- 
partee, with a Zeſt of Recrimination at the Head of it, makes the 
prettieſt Sherbet! Ay, ay! if we did not mix a little of the Acid 
with it, a matrimonial Society would be ſo luſcious, that nothing 
but an old liquoriſh Prude would be able to bear it. 

La. Grace. Well certainly you have the moſt elegant 
Taſte — — 

La. Tous. Tho? to tell you the Truth, my Dear, I rather 
think we ſquee:'d a little too much Lemon into it, this Hout; 
for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that — I think — I almoſt told him, 
he was a Fool — and — he again — talk'd ſomething odly of 
— turning me out of Doors! La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. O! have a Care of that! 
La. Town. Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my own wiſe Fa- 


ther for that 


La. Grace. How ſo? © 
La. Town. Why —— when my good Lord firſt open'd his 


honourable Trenches before me, my unaccountable Papa, in 
whoſe Hands I then was, gave me up at Diſcretion ! 


La. Grace. How do you mean? 
La. Town. He ſaid, the Wives of this Age were come to that 


paſs, that he would not deſire ev'n his own Daughter ſhould be 
truſted with Pin-money ; ſo that my whole Train of ſeparate 
Inclinations are left entirely at the Mercy of an Husband's odd 
Humours. 

La. Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make a Woman 
of Spirit look about her! 

La. Town. Nay, but to be ſerious, my Dear; what would 
you, really, have a Woman do in my Caſe? 

La. Grace. Why if I had as ſober a Husband as you 
have, I would make my ſelf the happieſt Wife in the World, 
by being as ſober as he. 

La. Town. O! you wicked thing! how can you teize one at 
this rate? when you know he is ſo very ſober, that (except giv- 
ing me Money) there is not one thing in the World he can do 
to pleaſe me! And I, at the ſame time, partly by Nature, and 
partly, perhaps, by keeping the beſt Company, do with my Soul 
love almoſt every thing he hates! I doat upon Aſſemblies! my 
Heart bounds, at a Ball; and at an Opera — 1 expire! then | 
love Play, to Diſtraction! Cards enchant me! and Dice — 
put me out of my little Wits! Dear ! dear Hazard! oh! what 
a Flow of Spirits it gives one ! Do you never play at Hazard, 
Child ? 

La. Grace. Oh! never! I don't think it ſits well, upon Wo- 
men: there's ſomething ſo Maſculine, ſo much the Air of a 
Rake, in it! you ſee how it makes the Men ſwear and curſe! 
and when a Woman is thrown into the ſame Paſſion 
why 

La. Town, That's very true! one is a little put to it, ſome- 
times, not to make uſe of the ſame Words to expreſs it. 

La. Grace. Well — and, upon ill Luck, pray what Words 
are you really forc'd to make uſe of? 


La. Town: 


his 
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La. Town. Why, upon a very hard caſe, indeed, when a ſad 
wrong Word is riſing juſt to one's Tongue's End, I give a great 
Gulp and ſwallow it. 

La, Grace. Well and is not that enough to make you 
forſwear Play, as long as you live? 

La. Town. O yes! | have forſworn it. 

La. Grace. Seriouſly ? 

La. Toun. Solemnly ! a thouſand times; but then one is con- 
{tantly forſworn. | 

La. Grace. And how can you anſwer that? 

La. Town. My Dear, what we ſay, when we are Loſers, we 
look upon to be no more binding, than a Lover's Oath, or a 
great Man's Promiſe. But I beg Pardon, Child; I ſhould not 
lead you ſo far into the World; you are a Prude, and deſign to 
live ſoberly. 

La. Grace. Why, I confeſs my Nature, and my Education 
do, in a good degree, incline me that way. 

La. Town. Well! how a Woman of Spirit, (for you don't 
want that, Child) can dream of living ſoberly, is to me incon- 
ceivable! for you will marry, I ſuppoſe! 

La. Grace, | can't tell but I may. 

La. Town. And won't you livein Town? 

La. Grace. Half the Year, I ſhould like it very well. 

La. Town. My Stars! and you would really live in London 
half the Year, to be ſober in it? 

La. Grace. Why not ? 

La. Town. Why can't you as well go, and be ſober, in the 
Country? 

La. Grace. So I would —— tother halt Year. 

La. Town. And pray, what comfortable Scheme of Life 
would you form now, for your Summer and Winter ſober En- 
tertainment? 

La. Grace. A Scheme, that I think might very well content 
us. 

La. Town. O! of all things let's hear it. 

L. Grace. Why, in Summer, I could paſs my leiſure Hours 
in Riding, in Reading, walking by a Canal, or ſitting at the end 
of it under a great Tree; in dreſſing, dining, chatting with an 
agreeable Friend, perhaps hearing a little Muſick, taking a Diſh 


of Tea, or a Game at Cards, ſoberly! Managing my Family, 
| looking 


| 
| 
| 
| | 
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looking into its Accounts, playing with my Children (if I had 
any) or in a thouſand other innocent Amuſements — ſoberly | 
and poſſibly, by theſe means, I might induce my Husband to be 
as ſober as my ſelf. . 

La. Town. Well, my Dear, thou art an aſtoniſhing Creature! 
For ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian Notions of Life have not 
been in any Head theſe thouſand Years! — Under a great 
Tree! O' my Soul —- But I beg we may have the ſober Town- 
ſcheme too for | am charm'd with the Country one! — 

La. Grace. You ball, and Þ'll try to ſtick to my Sobriety 
there too. | 

La. Town. Well, tho' I am ſure it will give me the Vs 

pours, I mult hear it however. 
La. Grace. Why then, for fear of your fainting, Madam, I 
will firſt ſo far come into the Faſhion, that I would never be 
dreſs'd out of it but til] it ſhould be foberly. For 1 
can't think it any Diſgrace, to a Woman of my priyate For- 
tune, not to wear her Lace as fine as the Wedding · ſuit of a firſt 
| Putcheſs. Tho! there js one Extravagance I would venture to 
come up to! 

La. Town. Ay now for it - 

La. Grace. I would every Day be 9s clean, as à Bride, 

La. Tous. Why, the Men ſay, « ht SA 12 Step to de made 
ene Well now you are dreſt — pray let's ſee to 
what Purpoſe ? 

La. Grace. I would viſit that is, my real Friends; 
but as little for Form as poſſible. — 1 would go to Court; 
ſometimes to an Aſſembly, nay play at Qzadrille ſober- 
ly: I would ſee all the good Plays; and, (becauſe tis the Fa- 
ſhjon) now and then an Opera, —— but I would not Expire 
there, for fear I ſhould never go again: And laſtly, I can't ſay, 
but for Curioſity, if I liked my Company, I might be drawn in 
once to a Maſquerade! And this, 1 think, is as far as any 
Woman can go ſoberly. 

La. Town. Well! if it had not been for that laſt Piece of So- 
briety, I was juſt going to call for ſome Surfeit- water. 

La. Grace. Why, don't you think, with the farther Aid of 
Breakfaſting, Dining, raking the Air, Supping, Slceping, not 
to lay a word of Devotion, the tour and twenty Hours might 
roll over in a * our! 


Ls. Tous. 


th 
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La. Town. Tolerable? Deplorable! Why, Child, all you 
propoſe, is bus to Endure Life, now I want to Enjoy it. 


Emter Mrs. TRUST V. 


Traſ. Madam; your Ladyſhip's Chair is ready. 
La. Town. Have the Footmen their white Flambeaux yet? for 
laſt Night I was poyſon'd. 
Truſ. Yes, Madam; there were ſome come in this Morning. 
[Ex. Truſty. 
La. Town. My Dear, you will excuſe me; but you know my 
Time is ſo precious 
La. Grace. That beg I may not hinder your leaſt Enjoyment 
of it. 
La. Town. You will call me at Lady Kevel's? 
La. Graze. Certainly. 
La. Town. But I am ſo afraid it will break into your Scheme, 
my Dear! 
La. Grace. When it does, I will —— ſoberly break from 
you. 
La. Town. Why then, 'till we meet again, dear Siſter, I wiſh 
you all tolerable Happineſs. [ Ex. La. Town. 
La. Grace. T here ſhe goes — Dafh.! into her Stream of Plea» 
ſures! Poor Woman! ſhe is really a fine Creature! and ſome- 
times infinitely agreeable ! nay take her out of the Madneſs of 
this Town, rational in her Notions, and caſy to live with; But 
ſhe is ſo born down by this Torrent of Vanity in rogue, ſhe 
thinks every Hour of her Life is loſt that ſhe does not lead at the 
Head of it. What it will end in, I tremble to imagine! 
Ha! my Brother, and Manly with him! I gueſs what they have 
been talking of I ſhall hear it in my turn, I ſuppoſe, but 
it won't become me to be inquiſitive. [Ex. La. Grace. 


Enter Lod TOWNLY, and MANLY. 


L. Tous. I did not think my Lady ¶ rong bead had ſuch a no- 
table Brain: Tho? I can't (iy ſhe was ſo very wile, in truſting 
this filly Girl you call Myrtilla, with the Secret. 

Max. No my Lord, you miſtake me; had the Girl been in 
the Secret, perhaps I had never come at it my ſelf. 

L. Tows. Why I thought you ſaid the Girl writ this Letter 


to you; and that my Lady H/ronghead ſent it inclos'd to my Siler? 
E Man, 
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Man. If you pleaſe to give me leave, my Lord the 
Fact is thus This inclos'd Letter to Lady Grace Was n 
real Original one, written by this Girl, to the Count we have 
been talking of: The Count drops it, aud my Lady Wronghead 
finds it: Then only changing the Cover, ſhe ſeals it up as a Let- 
ter of Buſineſs, juſt written by her ſelf, to me: And pretending 
to be in a Hurry, gets this innocent Girl to write the DireQion, 
for her. 

L. Town. Oh! then the Girl did not know ſhe was ſuperſeri- 
bing a Billet-doux of her own, to you ? 

Man, No, my Lord; for when I firſt queſtion'd her about 
the Direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: But when I ſhew'd her 
that her Letter to the Count was within it, and told her how it 
came into my Hands, the poor Creature was,Amaz'd, and 
thought herſelf betray'd both by the Count and my Lady 
in ſhort, upon this Diſcovery, the Girl and I grew ſo gracious, 
rhat ſhe has let me into ſome Tranſactions, in my Lady Wrong- 
hea#s Family, which with my having a careful Eye over them, 
may prevent the Ruin of it. 

L. Town. You are very generous to be ſo ſollicitous for a 
Lady, that has given you ſo much Uneaſineſs. 

Man. But I will be moſt unmercifully reveng'd of her: for l 
will do her the greateſt Friendſhip in the World againſt 
her Will. 

L. Town. What an uncommon Philoſophy art thou Maſter of? 
to make even thy Malice a Virtue! 

Man. Yet, my Lord, I aſſure you, there is no one Action 
of my Lite gives me more Pleaſure, than your Approbation 
of it. 

L. Town, Dear Charles! my Heart's impatient, *till thou art 
nearer to me: And as a Proof that I have long wiſht thee fo : 
while your daily Conduct has choſen rather to deſerve, than ask 
my Siſter's Favour; I have been as ſecretly Induſtrious to make 
her ſenſible of your Merit: And 1iince on this Occaſion you have 
open'd your whole Heart to me, 'tis now with equal Pleaſure l 
aſſure you, we have both ſucceeded - ſhe is as firmly 
Yours ——— 

Man, Impoſſible! you flatter me! 


L. Town. I'm glad you think it Flattery: but ſhe her ſelf 
ſhall prove it none; ſhe dines with us alone: when the Servants 
are 
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are withdrawn, I'll open a Converſation, that ſhall excuſe my 


leaving you together — O! Charles! had I, like thee, been 


cautious in my Choice, what melancholy Hours had this Heart 
avoided, 

| Has. No more of that, I beg, my Lord — 

T. Town. But twill, at leaſt, be ſome Relief to my Anxiety 
(however barren of Content the State has been to me) to ſee ſo 
near a Friend and Siſter happy, in it: Your Harmony of Life 
will be an Inſtance how * the Choice of Temper is prefera- 
ble to Beauty. 


While your foft Hours in mutual Kindneſs move, 
You'll reach, by Virtue, what I loſt by Love. 


[ Exeant. 


ACT W. SCENE I 


SCENE Ars. Motherly's How/e. 


Enter Mrs. MOTHERLY, meeting MYR TILLA. 


Math. QO, Neice! where is it poſſible you can have been theſe 
ſix Hours? 
Mr. O Madam ! I have ſuch a terrible Story to tell you ! 

Moth. A Story! Ods my Life! What have you done with 
the Count's Note of five hundred Pound, I ſent you about? is 
it ſafe? is it good? is it Security ? 

Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſafe: But for its Goodneſs — Mercy 
on us! I have been in a fair way to be hang'd about it! 

Moth. The dickens! has this Rogue of a Count play'd us a- 
nother Trick then? 


--» Myr. You ſhall hear, Madam; when I came to Mr. Caſb the 


Banker's, and ſhew'd him his Note for five hundred Pounds, 
payable to the Count, or Order, in two Months, — he look'd 
earneſtly upon it, and defir'd me to ſtep into the Inner Room, 
while he examin'd his Books — after I had ſtaid about ten Mi- 
nutes, he came in to me —-—- claps to the Door, and charges 


me with a Conltable for Forgery. 


Moth. Ah! poor Soul! and how didſt thou get off? 
E 3 My, 
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Myr. While I was ready to fink in this Condition. | beg's 
him to have a little Patience, till I could ſend for Mr. Masiy 


7 


whom he knew to be a Gentleman of Worth and Honour, and 
who, I was ſure, would convince him, whatever Fraud might 
be in the Note, that I was my ſelf an innocent, abus'd Woman 
and as good Luck would have it, in leſs than half an 
Hout Mr. Manly came ſo, without mincing the Matter, I 
fairly told him upon what Deſign the Count had lodg'd that Note 
in your Hands, and in ſhort, laid _ the whole Scheme he had 
drawn us into, to make our Fortune. 

Moth. The Devil you did! 

Myr. Why how do you think it was poſſible, I conld ate. 
therways make Mr. Manly my Friend, to help me out of the 
Scrape I was in? To conclude, he ſoon made Mr. Caſh eaſy, 
and ſent away the Conſtable; nay farther promis'd me, if I 
would truſt the Note in his Hands, he would take Care it 
ſhould be fully paid before it was due, and at the fame time 
would give me an ample Revenge upon the Count; ſo that all 
+ you have to conſider now, Madam, is, whether you think your 
ſelf ſafer in the Count's Hands, or Mr. Manly's? 

Moth, Nay, nay, Child; there is no choice in the matter ! 
Mr. Manly may be a Friend indeed, if any thing in our Power 
can make him ſo. 

Myr. Well, Madam, and now pray, how ſtand Matters at 
home here? What has the Count done with the Ladies? 
Moth. Why every thing he has a Mind to do, by this time, I 
ſuppoſe. He is in as high Favour with Miſs, as he is with my 
Lady. 

Myr. Pray, where are the Ladies? 

Moth. Rattling abroad in their own Coach, and the well-bred 
Count along with them: They have been ſcouring all the Shops 
in Town over, buying fine things and new Cloaths, from Morn- 
ing to Night: They have made one Voyage already, and have 

brought home ſuch a Cargo of Bawbles and Trumpery ——Þ- 
Mercy on the poor Man that's to pay for them! | 
Myr. Did not the young Squire go with them? 

Moth. No, no: Miſs ſaid, truly he would but diſgrace their 
Party, ſo they even left him aſleep by the Kitchen Fire. 

Myr. Has not he ask'd after me all this while? For I had n 
ſort of an Aſſignation with him. 


Moth. 


th, 


Buſineſs with bim 
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. Math. O yes! he has been in a bitter Taking about it. At laſt 
his Diſappointment grew ſo uneaſy, that he fairly fell a crying; 
ſo to quiet him, I ſent one of the Maids and Fob» Moody abroad 
with bim to ſhew him the Lions, and the Monument. 
Ods me! there he is, juſt come home again — you may have 
ſo I'll even turn you together. 


Enter Squire RICHARD. 
Su. Rich. Soah! ſoah! Mrs. Mrtilla, wheere han yow been 


aw this Day, forſooth ? 
Myr. Nay, if you go to that, Squire, where have you been, 
pray? 


Hu. Rich. Why, when J fun' 'at yow were no loikly to come 
whoam, 1 were ready to hong my Sel ſo Jobn Moody, 
and I, and one o' your Laſſes have been Lad knows 
Where a ſreing o' Soights. 

Myr. Well, and pray what have you ſeen, Sir? 

Sgu. Rich, Fleſh! I cawnt tell, not I —— ſeen every thing 
I think. Firſt there we went o' top o' the what d'ye call it? 
there, the great huge ſtone Poſt, up the rawnd and rawnd 
Stairs, that twiue and twine about, juſt an as thof it were 4 
Cork-Scrue. 


Myr. O, the Monument! well, and was not it a fine Sight, 
from the Top of it? 

Syn, Rich. Sight, Miſs! I know no' I faw nowght but 
Smoak and brick Houſen, and Steeple Tops then there 
was ſuch a mortal Ting-tang of Bells, ayd Rumbling of Carts 
and Coaches, and then the Folks under one look'd ſo ſmall, 
and made ſuch a Hum, and a Buz, it put me in mind of my 
Mother's great glaſs Bee-Hive, in our Garden in the Coun» 


Myr. I think, Maſter, you give a very good Account of it. 

Sau. Rich. Ay! but I did no? like it: For my Head — my 
Head -— begun to turn — ſo I trundled me dawn Stairs agen, 
like a round I rencher. 

Myr. Well! but this was not all you ſaw, I ſuppoſe? 

Su. Rich. Noa! noa! we went after that, and ſaw the Lyons; 
and I 1ik'd them better by hawlf; they are pure grim Devils; 
boh, hoh! I touke a Stick, and gave one of them ſuch a Foke 

E 3 o'the 
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o'the Noaſe I believe he would ha' ſnapt my Head off, 
an he could ha' got me. Hoh! hoh! hoh! 

Myr. Well, Maſter, when you and I go abroad, I'] ſhew 
you prettier Sights than theſe there's a Maſquerade to- 
MOTrrOoW. 

Sqn. Rich. O Laud! ay! they ſay that's a pure thing for Mer- 
ry Andrews, and thoſe ſort of comical Mummezs —- and the 
Count tells me, that there Lads and Laſſes may jig their Tails, 
and eat, and drink, without grudging, all Night lung. 

Myr. What would you ſay now, if I ſhould get you a Tie- 
ket, and go along with you? 

Sqx. Rich. Ah dear! 

Myr. But have a Care, Squire, the fine Ladies there are terri- 
bly tempting ; look well to your Heart, or Ads me! they'll whip 
it up, in the T'rip of a Minute. 

Su. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt thoa — ſoa let um look to 
themſelves, an* ony of 'um falls in love with me --— mayhap 
they had as good be quiet. 

Myr. Why ſure you would not refuſe a fine Lady, would 
you ? 

Sqn. Rich. Ay, but I would tho' unleſs it were — one at I 
know of. 

Myr. Oh! ho! then you le left your Heart in the Country, 
I find? 

zu. Rich. Noa, noa, my Heart — eh — my Heart e' ent 
awt o'this Room. 

Myr. I am glad you have it about you, however. 

$74. Rich, Nay, mayhap not ſoa noather, ſomebody elſe may 
have it, at you little think of. 

Myr. I can't imagine what you mean ? 

Su. Rich. Noa! why doan't yow know how many Folks 
there is in this Room, naw ? 

Myr. Very fine, Maſter, I ſee you have learnt the Town Gal- 
lantry already. 


Su. Rich. Why doan't you believe 'at I have a Kindneſs for 
you, then? 


Myr. Fy! fy! Maſter, how you talk! beſide you are too 
young to think of a Wife. 


94x. Rich. Ay! but I caunt help thinking o yow, for all that. 
Myr. 
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Myr. How! why ſure, Sir, you don't pretend to think of 
me in a diſhonourable way ? 

S$qu. Rich. Nay, that's as yow ſee good — I did no? think at 
yow would ha' thowght of me for a Husband, mayhap; unleſs 
I had Means, in my own Hands; and Feyther allows me but 
hawlf a Crown a Week, as yet a while. 

Myr. Oh! when I like any Body, 'tis not want of Money 
Will make me refuſe them, 

Sgu. Rich. Well, that's juſt my Mind now; for 'an I like a 
Girl, Miſs, I would take her in her Smuck. 

Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a Man of Honour : 
This ſhews ſomething of a true Heart in you. 

Su. Rich. Ay, and a true Heart you'll find me; try when 
you will. 

Myr. Huſh! huſh ! here's your Papa come home, and my 
Aunt with him. 

Seu. Rich. A Devil rive 'em, what do they come naw for? 

Myr. When you and I get to the Maſquerade, you ſhall ſee 
what I'll ſay to you. | 

Su. Rieb. Well, Hands upon't then — 

Myr. There 

Sgu. Rich. One Buſs, and a Bargain. [Kiſſes her.) Ads 
wauntlikins! as ſoft and plump as a Marrow-Pudding. 

[ Exennt ſeverally. 


Euter Sir FRANCIS WRONGHEAD, and 
Mrs. MOTHERLY. 


Sir Fran. What! my Wife and Daughter abroad, ſay you? 
Meth. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all the Day 
long; they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort Dinner, and ſo 
went out again. 

Sir Fran, Well, well, I ſhan't ſtay Supper for 'em, I can tell 
'em that: For Ods-heart! I have had nothing in me, but a 
Toaſt and Tankard, ſince Morning. 

Moth. I am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Hours won't 
agree with you. 

Sir Fran, Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don't do right 
with us Country Gentlemen; to loſe one Meal out of three, is 
2 hard Tax upon a good Stomach. 

Moth. It is ſo indeed, Sir. 


E — Kir Fran. 
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Sir Fran. But, hawſomever, Mrs. Motherly, when we confi- 
der, that what we ſuffer is for the Good of. our Country 
Moth, Why truly, Sir, that is ſomething. 
Sir Fran. Oh! there's a great deal to be ſaid fort ——— the 
Good of ones Country is above all things A trogHheartetd 


Exgliſhman thinks nothing too mueh for it —— I have heard of 
ſome honeſt Gentlemen ſo very zealous, that for the Good of 


their Country they would ſometimes go to Dinner at 


Midnight. 
Moth. O] the Goodneſs of em! ſure their Country muſt 


have a vaſt Eſteem for them? 


Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Motherly ; they ate ſo reſpeQed 


when they come home to their Boroughs, after a Seſſion, and ſo 
belov'd — that their Country will come and Dine with them 
every Day in the Week. 
Moth. Dear me! What a fine thing 'tis to be ſo populous! 
Sir Fran. It is a great Comfort, indeed! and I can aſſure you 
you are a good ſenſible Woman, Mrs. Morberly. | 
Moth. O dear Sir, your Honour's pleas'd to Compliment. 
Sir Frau. No, no, I ſee you know how to value People of 
Conſequence. 


Moth. Good lack! here's Company, Sir ; will you give me 


leave to get you a little ſomething vill the Ladies come home, 
Sir? 
Sir Fran, Why troth, I don't think it would be amiſs. 

Moth. It fhall be done in a Moment, Sir. [Exit, 


Enter MANLY. 


Mas. Sir Runis your Servant. 
Sir Fran. Couſin Manly! 
Man. I am come to ſee how the Family goes on here. 


Sir Fran. Troth! all as buſy as Bees; I have been * Wer 


Wing ever ſince Eight a- Clock this Morning. 

Man. By your early Hour, then, I fuppoſe you have been ma- 
king your Court to ſome of the Great Men. 

Sir Fran. Why, Faith! you have hit it, Sir — I was advis'd 
to loſe no Time: So I &en went ftrait forward, to one great 
Mau I had never ſeen in my Life before. 


Man. Right! that was doing Bufineſs ; But who had you got f 


to introduce you ? 


Sir Fran. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
] 
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Sir Fran. Why, no Body I remember'd I had heard 


_ 4 wiſe Man fay — My Son, be bold {o troth! I igtroduc'd 


my Self. 

Mas. As how, pray? r 
Sir Fran. Why, thus Look ye — Pleaſe your Lord - 
ſhip, fays I, I am Sir Francis I rong bead of Bumper-Hall, and 
Member of Parliament for the Borough of Gazzledown — Sir, 
your homble Servant, ſays my Lord; thof I have not the Ho- 
nour to know your Perſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt 
Gentleman, and I am glad your Borough has made choice of fo 
worthy a Repreſentative; and ſo, ſays he, Sir Frawcss, have you 
any Service to command me? Naw, Couſin ! thoſe laſt Words, 
you may be ſure gave me no ſmall Encouragement. And thof 
I know, Sir, you have no extraordinary Opinion of my Parts, 
yet, I believe, you won't ſay I miſt it vaw ! 

Man. Well, I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe. 

Sw Frau. So when I found him ſo courteous — My Lord, 
ſays I, I did not think to ha' troubled your Lordſhip wich Buſi- 
neſs upon my firſt Viſit; but fince your Lordſhip is pleas'd not 
to ſtand upon Ceremony — why truly, ſays I, 1 think naw is as 
good as another Time. 

Mev. Right ! there you puſht him home. 

Sir Run. Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him fe that I was none 
of your mealy-mouth'd Ones. 

Man. Very good! 

Sir Fran. So, in ſhort, my Lord, ſays I, I have a good Eſtate 
w=— bot — 2—— it's a leetle awt at Elbows; and as I delire to 
ſerve my King, as well as my Country, 1 ſhull be very willing 
to accept of a Place at Court. 

Mas. $0, this was making ſhort Work on't. 

Sir Fran, Þ cod! | ſhot tim flying, Couſin: Some of your 
Hawlf-witted Ones naw, would ha' humm'd and haw'd, and 
dangled a Month or two after him, before they durſt open their 
Mouths about a Place, and mayhap, not ha' got it at laſt nei- 
ther 

Man. Oh! I'm glad you're fo ſure on't —— 

Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, Couſin ——— Sir Frazcrs, ſays my 
Lord, pray what ſort of a Place may you ha' turn'd your 
Thowghts upon? My Lord, ſays I, Beggars muſt not be Cu- 
fers; but ony Place, ſays I, about a thouſand a Year, will be 

4 0 well 
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well enough to be doing with *till ſomething better falls in 
for I thowght it would not look well to ſtond haggling with 
him at firſt. 

Man. No, no, your Buſineſs was to get Footing ay 
Wa 

bir Fran. _ there's it! ah Couſin, I ſee you know the 
World ! 

Man. Yes, yes, one ſees more of it every Day ——— well 
but what ſaid my Lord to all this? 

Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to ſerve you any 
way, that lies in my Power; ſo he gave me a Squeeze by the 
Hond, as much as to ſay, Give your ſelf no Trouble 
11 do your Buſineſs; with that he turn'd him abawt to ſome- 
body, with a colour'd Ribon a-croſs here, that look'd in my 
Thoughts, as if he came for a Place too, 

Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe Hopes, you are to make your For- 
tune! 

Sir Fran. Why, do you think there's ony Doubt of it, Sir? 

Man. Oh no, I have not the leaſt Doubt about it — for * 
as you have done, I made my Fortune ten Years ago. 

Sir Fran. Why, I never knew you had a Place, Couſi n. 

Man. Nor I neither, upon my Faith, Couſin. But you, per- 
haps, may have better Fortune: For I ſuppoſe my Lord has 
heard of what Importance you were in the Debate To-day — 
You have been ſince down at the Houſe, I preſume ! 

Sir Fran. O, yes! I would not negle& the Houſe, for ever 
ſo much. 

Man. Well! and pray what have they done there? 

Sir Fran. Why, troth! I can't well tell you, what they 
have done, but I can tell you what I did; and I think pretty 
well in the main; only I happen'd to make a little Miſtake at 
laſt, indeed. 

Man. How was that? 

Sir Fran, Why, they were all got there, into a ſort of a puz- 
zling Debate, about the Good of the Nation and I were 
always for that, you know but in ſhort, the Arguments 
were ſo long-winded o' both ſides, that, waunds! I did no well 
underſtand *um: Hawſomever, I was convinc'd, and ſo reſoly'd 
to vote right, according to my Conſcience ſo, when 
they came to put the Queſtion, as they call it, — I don't know 
— haw 
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haw 'twas — but I doubt 1 cry'd Ay! when I ſhould ha' cry'd 
\ | a | 
"Man. How came that abut? 

Sir Fran. Why, by a Miſtake, as I tell you for there 
was a good-humour'@ ſort of a Gentleman, one Mr. Totherfide 
I think they call hn, that ſat next me, as ſoon as 1 had ery'd 
Ay! gives me a hearty ſhake by the Hand! Sir, ſays he, you are 
a Man of Honour, and a true Exgliſpmas! and I ſhould be 
proud to be better acquainted with you and ſo with that, 
he takes me by the Sleeve, along with the Crowd, into the Lob- 
by ſo, I knew nowght but Ods-fleſh! I was got 
o'th' wrung fide the Poſt — for I were told, afterwards, I 
ſhould have ſtaid where I was. 

Man. And ſo, if you had not quite made your Fortune be- 
fore, you have clenched it now ! ———— Ah! thou Head of 
the Hropgheads ! [ Afade. 

Sir Fran. Odſo! here's my Lady come home at laſt I hope, 
Couſin, you will be ſo kind, as to take a Family Supper 
with us? 

Man. Another time, Sir Francis; but to-night, I am engag'd. 


Exter Lady WRON GHEAD, Mis JENNY, and 
Caunt BASSET. 


La. Wrong. Couſin! your Servant; I hope you will par- 
don my Rudeneſs : But we have really been in ſuch a continual 
Hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure Moment to return 
your laſt Viſit. | 

Man. O Madam! I am a Man of no Ceremony; you ſee 
That has not hinder'd my coming again. 

La. Wrong. You are infinitely obliging : but ll redeem my 
Credit with you. 

Max. At your own time, Madam. 

C. Baſ. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, Madam; if making 
People eaſy is the Rule of Good-Breeding, he is certainly the 
beft-bred Man in the World. 

Man. Soh! I am not to drop my Acquaintance, I find —— 
[A/ide.] I am afraid, Sir, I ſhall grow vain upon your good 
Opinion. 

C. Baſ. I don't know that, Sir; But I am ſure, what you are 
pleas'd to ſay, makes me ſo. 
Mas. 
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Man. The moſt impudent Modeſty that ever I met with. 
LAbde. 

La. Wrong. Lard! how ready bis Wit is? LA 

Sir Fran. Don't you tank, Sit, the Count's 4 very 
fine Gentleman? | 

Man. O! among the Ladies, certainly). | 

Sir Fran. And yet he's as ſtout as a Lion: Waund, Apart 
he'll ſtorm any thing. | 

Man. Will he ſo? Why then, Sir, take care of your 
Cittadel. 

Sir Fran. Ah! you area Wag, Couſin. 

Man. I hope, Ladies, the Town Air continues to agree with 

ou? 

"ram O! perfectly well, Sir! We have been abroad in our 
new Coach all Day long and we have bought an Ocean 
of fine Things. And To- morrow we go to the Maſquerade! 
and on Friday to the Play! aud on Saturday to the Opera! and 
on Sunday, we are to be at the what - d'ye- call it — Aſſembly, 
and ſee the Ladies play at Quadrille, and Picquet, and Ombre, 
and Hazard, and Baſſet! And on Mowday, we are to ſee the 
King! and fo on Taeſday 

Lea. Wrong. Hold, hold, Miſs! you muſt not let your Tongue 
run ſo faſt, Child —— Yau forget! you know I brought you 
hither to learn Modelty. 


Mau. Les, yes! and ſhe is improv'd with a Vengeance 


Aide. 
Jenny. Lawrd! Mamma, I am ſure I did not ſay any Harm 


and, if one mult not ſveak in ones Turn, one may be kept un- 
der as long as one lives, for ougat I fee. 
La. Wrong. O' my Conicience, this Girl grows ſo Head- 
ſtrong 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, there's your fine growing Spirit for you! 
Now tack it dawn, an' you can. 


Jenny. All I ſaid, Papa, was only to entertain my Couſin 
Manly. 
Maw. My pretty Dear, 1 am mightily oblig'd to you. 
Jenny. Look you there now, Madam. 
La. Wrong. Hold your Tongue, I ſay. 
. Nous LZ. uruing away and glotuting.] I declare it, I won't 
bear it: She is always a ſnubbing me before you, —— — 
1 


lo 
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| | [ Afide to the Conn. 
1 C. Baſ. Huſh! huſh, my Dear! don't be unenſy at that! ſhe'l 
„ | (ie us. [ Afide. 
Jenny. Let her ſuſpect, what do I care —— 1 don't know, 
but I have as much Reaſon to ſuſpect, as ſhe—— tho" perhaps 

I'm not ſo fraid of her. 
* C. Baſ. Mar.] 1 gad, if I don't keep a tight Hand on my 

I Tit, here, ſhe' II run away with my Project before I can bring it 

to bear. 
La. Wrong. [ Afide.) Perpetually hanging upon him! The 
young Harlot is certaily in love with him: but I muſt not let 
th them ſee I think ſo — and yet I can't bear it. Upon my Life, 
Count, you'll ſpoil that forward Girl you ſhould not 
ur encourage her ſo. 
an C. Baſ. Pardon me, Madam, I was only adviſing her to ob- 
e! ſerve what your Ladyſhip ſaid to her. 
1d Man. Yes, truly her Obſervations have been fomething par- 
„ Þ© ticular. [ Afode. 
e, c. Baſ In one Word, Madam, ſhe has a Jealonſy of 
he your Ladyſhip, and I am forc'd to encourage her, to 
blind it: 'T'will be better to take no notice of her Be- 
ve haviour to me. 
8 La. Wrong. You are right, I will be more cautions. 
C. Baſ. Lo- morrow at the Maſquerade, we may par. 
loſe her. b 

La. Wrong. We ſhall be obſerv'd. I'll ſend you a 
Note, and ſettle that Affair go on with the 
Girl, and don't mind me. 

C. Baſ. I have been taking your Part, my little Angel. 

La. Wrong. Jenny! come hither Child you muſt not 
be ſd haſty, my Dear I only adviſe you for your good. 

Jenny. Yes, Mama; but when I am told of a thing before 
Company, it always makes me worſe, you know. 

Mau. If T have any Skill in the fair Sex; Mils, and her Ma- 
ma, have only quarell'd, becauſe they are both of a Mind. This 
facetious Count ſeems to have made a very genteel Step into the 
Family. | Lide. 
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Enter MYRTILLA. MANLY talks apart with: ber. 


La. Wrong. Well, Sir Francis, and what News have you 


brought us, from Weſtminſter, to-day? 

Sir Fran. News, Madam? Þ cod! I have ſome 
ſuch as does not come every day, I can tell ou — aK word 
in your Ear 
a thouſand Pawnd a Year, already. 

La. Wreng. Have you ſo, Sir? And pray who may you thank 
for it? Now! who's in the Right? Is not this better, than 
throwing ſo much away, after a ſtinking Pack of Fox-hounds, 
in the Country? Now your Family may be the better for it ! 
Sir Fran. Nay! that's what perſwaded me to come up, my 

Dove. 

La. Wrong. Mighty well 
another hundred Pound then. 

Sir Fran. Another! Child? Waunds! you have had one hun- 
dred this Morning, pray what's become of that, my Dear? 

La. Wrong. What's become of it? why I'll ſhew you, my 
Lcve! Jenny! have you the Bills about you? 

Jenny. Yes, Mama. 

La. Wrong. What's become of it? why laid out, my Dear, 
with fifty more to it, that I was forc'd to borrow of the Count 
here. 

Jenny. Yes, indeed, Papa, and that would hardly do neither 
" — T here's th' Account. 

Sir Fran. [Turning over the Bills.) Let's ſee! let's ſee! what 
the Devil have we got here? 

Man. Then you have ſounded your Aunt you ſay," 
and ſhe readily comes into all I propos'd to you ? 
Myr. Sir, I'll anſwer, with my Life, ſhe is moſt 
thankfully yours in every Article: ſhe mightily deſires 
to ſee you, Sir. > Apart. 

Man. I am going home, direQly : bring her to my 
Houſe in half an hour; and if ſhe makes good what 
you tell me, you ſhall both find your Account in it. [ 

Myr. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. 

Sir Fan. Ods-life! Madam, here's nothing but Toys, and 
Trinkets, and Fanns, and Clock-Stockings, by wholeſale ! 

La. Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, and for 


your Credit, Sir Francis -N ay you ſee, I am fo good a 
Houle 


let me have 


come 


I have got a Promiſe of a Place at Court of 
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Houſewife, that in Neceſſaries for my ſelf, I have ſcarce laid out 
a Shilling. 

Sir Fran. No, by my troth, ſo it ſeems; for the devil o“ one 
's here, that I can fee you have any occaſion for 

La. Wrong. My Dear! do you think I came hither to live 
out of the Faſhion? why the greatelt DiſtinQion of a fine Lady 
in this Town is in the variety of pretty Things that the has no 
Occaſion for. | 

Fenny. Sure Papa, could you imagine, that Women of Qua- 
lity wanted nothing but Stays and Petticoats? 

La. Wrong. Now, that is ſo like him! 

Man. So! the Family comes on finely. [ Afede. 

La. Wrong. Lard! if Men were always to govern, what 
Dowdys would they reduce their Wives to? 

Sir Fran. An hundred Pound in the Morning, and want ano - 


ther afore N ight! Waunds and Fire! the Lord Mayor of Lox- 


don could not hold it at this rate! 

Man. O! do you feel it, Sir? [ Aſide. 

La. Wrong. My Dear, you ſeem uneaſy; let me have the hun- 
dred Pound, and compoſe your elf. 

Sir Fran. Compoſe the Devil, Madam! why do yon conſider 
what a hundred Pound a Day comes to in a Year? 

La. Wrong. My Life, if I account with you from one day to 
another, that's really all that my Head is able to bear at atime — 
But I'll tell you what I confider —— I conſider, that my Advice 
has got you a thouſand Pound a Year this Morning -— That. 
now, methinks you might conſider, Sir. 

Sir Fran. A thouſand a Year! Waunds, Madam, but I have 
not touch'd a Penny of it yet! 

Man. Nor never will, I'll anſwer for him. 


Enter Squire RICHARD. 


Sgu. Rich, Feyther, and yow doan't come quickly, the Meat 
will be coal'd; an I'd fain pick a bit with you. 

La. Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis“ you are not going to Sup 
by your ſelf! 

Sir Fran. No, but I'm going to dine by my ſelf, aud that's 
pretty near the Matter, Madam. 

La. Wrong. Had not you as good ſtay a little, my Dear? we 
ſhall all eat in half an Hour; and I was thinking to ask my Cou- 
ſin Manly to take a family Morſel, with us. Sir 


[ Aſide. 
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Sir Fran. Nay, for my Couſin's good Company, I don't cars 
if 200 ride a day's Journey, without Baiting. 

How" By wo means, Sir Huncit. rn 
Buſineſs. 


Sir Fran. Well, Sir, 1 know you dont love Coming? 
Mar. You'tl excufe me, Madam 
La. Wrong. Since you have Buſineſs, Sir [Krit Manly. 


Euter Mrs. MOTHERLY. 


O, Mrs. Motherly! you were ſaying this Morning, you had 
ſome very fine Lace to ſhow me can't I ſee it now? 
[Sir Francis flares. 
Moth. Why really; Madam, I had made a ſort of a Promiſe, 
to let the Counteſs of Nice have the 528 Sight of it, for the 
Birth · day: But your Ladyſip - 
La. Wrong. O! I die, if I don't ſee it before her. 
Su. Rich. Woan't you goa, Feyther? p 
871 


Sir Fran. Waunds! — I hall ha noa Stomach, 
this Rate! 

Moth. Well, Madam, though 1 ſay it, 'tis the ſweeteſt Pat- 
tern that ever cane over and for fineneſs — no Cobweb 
comes up to it! 

Sir Frau, Os Gutts, and Girard, Madam! Lace as fine as a 
Cobweb ! why, what the Devil's that to coſt now? 

Moth. Nay, if Sir Francis does not like of it, Madam — 

La. Wrong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he is not to 
wear it. 

„ Fu Fleſh, Madam, but I ſuppoſe I am to pay for it! 

La. Hring. No doubt on't! Think of your thouſand a Year, 
and who got it you; go! eat your Dinner, and be thankful, go. 
[Orrevng him to the Door.) Come Mrs. Mozherly., 

[Exit La. Wronghead with Mrs. Motherly. 

Sir Fran. Very fine! ſo here | mun faſt, *till I am almoſt fa- 
miſh'd for the Good of my Country; while Madam is laying 
me out an hundred Pound a-day in Lace, as fine as a Cobweb, 
for the Honour of my Family! Ods-fleſh! things had need go 
well, at this rate! 

Hu. Rich. Nay, nay — come Feyther. [Ex. Sir Fran. 
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Enter Myc. MOTHERLY. 
Moth. Madam, my Lady deſires you and the Count will 


pleaſe to come, and affiſt her Fancy, in ſome of the new Laces. 


. Baſ. We'll wait upon her Ex. Mrs. Moth. 
Ju So! I told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't bear to 
leave us together. | 
C. Baſ. No matter, my Dear: You know ſhe has ask'd me 
to ſtay Supper: ſo, when your Papa and ſhe are a-bed, Mrs. 
Myrtilla will let me into the Houſe again; then you may ſteal 
into her Chamber, and we'll have a pretty Sneaker of Punch to- 


gether. 


Myr. Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me any thing. 

Jenny. Well! that will be pure! 

C. Baſ. But you had beſt go to her alone, my Life: it will 
look better if I come after you. 

Jenny. Ay, ſo it will: and to-morrow, you know at the 
Maſquerade. Aud then! — hey! 0h, Dll have a Hasband' ay, 
Marry, %c. [Ex. ſinging. 

Myr. So Sir! am not I very commode to you? 

C. Boſ. Well, Child! and don't you find your Account ia it? 
Did not I tell you we might till be of uſe to one another? 


Myr. Well, but how ſtands your Affair with Miſs, in the 
main ? * 


C. Baſ Oſhe's mad for the Maſyuerade! it drives like a Nail, 


we want nothing now but a Parſon, to clinch it. Did not your 
Aunt ſay ſhe could get one at a ſhort Warning? 

Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Townly's Chaplain is her Couſin 
you know; he'll do your Buſineſs and mine, at the fame time. 

C. Baſ. O! it's true! but where ſhall we appoint him? 

Myr. Why you know my Lady Tewnly's Houſe is always 
open to the Maſques upon a Ball- night, before they 80 to the 
Hay-Market. 

C. Baſ. Good. 

Myr. Now the DoQor propoſes, we ſhould all come thither 
in our Habits, and when the Rooms are full, we may ſteal up 
into his Chamber, he ſays, and there — crack —— he'll 
give us all a Canonical Commiſſion to go to bed together. 

C. Baſ. Admirable! Well, the Devil fetch me, if I hall not 
be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, Child. 

Myr. And may the Black Gentleman tuck me unger his Arm 

N F at 
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at the ſame time, if l ſhall not think -my r i de, a8 
long as I live. In u 10 en 


C. Baſ. One Kiſs, for old Acquaintance abe. CI 


I ſhall want to be buſy again! 1 

Myr. O you'll have one ſhortly that will 5nd you Employ 
ment : But I muſt run to my Squire. 

C. Baſ. And I to the Ladies ſo your humble Serra, 
ſweet Mrs. Wronghead. 

Myr. Yours, as in Duty bound, moſt noble Count Baſſet. 

[Exit Myr. 

C. Baſ. Why ay! Count! That Title has been of ſome uſe 
to me indeed! not that I have any more Pretence to it, than I 
have to a blue Riband. Yet, I have made a pretty conſiderable 
Figure in Life with it: I have loll'd in my own Chariot, dealt 
at Aſſemblies,” din'd with Ambaſſadours, and made one at Qua- 
drille with the firſt Women of Qualit But — 
Tempora mutantur —> ſince that damn'd Squadron at White's 
have left me out of their laſt Secret, I am reduc'd to trade upon 
my own Stock of Induſtry, and make my laſt Puſh upon a 
Wite: If my Card comes up right (which I think can't fail) I 
Thall once more cut a Figure, and cock my Hat in the Face of 
the beſt of them! For ſince our modern Men of Fortune are 
grown wiſe enough to be Sharpers; I think Sharpers are Fools, 
that don't take up the Airs of Men of Quality. + [ Exit. 


ACT V. SCENE: 1. 
SCENE Lord Townly's Houſe. 
Enter MANLY and La GRACE. 


Man. T HE RE's ſomething, Madam, hangs upon your Mind, 
To-day: Is it unfit to traſt me with it? t 
La. Grace. Since you will know -—— my SE * 
unhappy Woman i 
Mau. What of her? Oy} 
La. Grace. I fear, is on the Brink of Ruin! | 


Man. I am ſorry for it what has happen d? 
A © . 25 La. Grace. 
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L.. Grace. Nothing fo very New! but the continual Repeti- 
tion of it, = left boo anly'd map Porther (969 N that 
Ltremble t. 

Mar. Have they had any 8 it? 

La. Grace, He has not ſeen her fince Yeſterday. 

Mas. What! not at home all Night! 

La. Grace. About five this Morning, in ſhe came! but with 
ſuch Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of Misfartunes'at her Heels 
——— what can become of her? 

Ma. Has not my Lord ſeen her, ſay you? 

L. Grace. No! he chang'd his Bed laſt Night — I fat with 
him alone till twelve, in Expectation of ber: But, when the 
Cock ſtruck, be ſtarted from his Chair, and grew incens'd to that 
degree, that had I not, almoſt on my Knees, diſſwaded him, he had 
order d the Doors, that Inſtant, to have been locked againſt her 
Max. How terrible is his Situation ? when the moſt juſtifia- 
ble Severities he can uſe againit her, are liable to be the Mirth of 
all che diſſolute Card- Tables in Town ! © 

La. Graze..* Tis that, I know, has made him bear ſo long: 
But you, that feel for him, Mr. Manly, will afliſt him to ſupport 
his Honour, and, if poflible, preſerve his Quiet! therefore | beg 
you don't leave the Houſe, 'till One, or Both of them can be 
wrought to better Temper. 

Mau. How amiable is this Cancern, in you? 

La. Grace. For Heaven's ſake don't mind me, but think on 
ſomething to preſerve us all. 

Max. I ſhall not take the Merit of A your Commands, 
Madam, to ſerve my Lord but pray Madam, let me in- 
to all that has palt, fince yeſter Night. 

La. Grace. When my Intreaties had prevail'd upon my Lord, 
not to make a Story for the Town, by ſo publick a Violence, as 
ſhutting her at onoe out of his Doors; he order'd the next Apart- 
ment to my Lady's, to be made ready for him while that 
was doing I try'd by all the little Arts that I was Miſtreſs of, 
to amuſe him into Temper; , in. ſhort, a ſilent Grief was all I 
could reduce him to —— op this, we took out Leaves, and part- 
ed to our Repoſe: What his was, I imagine by my on: For I 
ne'er clos'd my Eyes. About five, as 1 told you, I heard my 
Lady at the Door; ſo l ſlipt on a Gown, and fat almoſt an Hout 


With her, in her own Chamber. 
F 2 Man. 
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Man. What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my Lord there? 

La. Grace. O! ſo far from being ſhock'd, or alarm'd. at it; 
that ſhe bleſt the Occaſion ! and ſaid, that in her Condition, the 
Chat of a Female Friend was far preferable to the beſt Husband's 
Company in the World. f 

Man. Where has ſhe Spirits to ſupport ſo much [oſenſbility? 

La. Grace. Nay, tis incredible! for though ſhe has loſt every 
Shilling ſhe had in the World, and-ſtretch'd her Credit ev'n to 
breaking; ſhe rallied her own Follies with ſuch Vivacity, and 
painted the Penance, ſhe knows ſhe muſt undergo for them, in 
ſuch ridiculous Lights, that had not my Concern for a Brother 
been too ſtrong for her Wit, ſhe had almoſt diſarm'd my Anger. 

Man. Her Mind may have another Caſt by this time: The 
moſt flagrant Diſpoſitions have their Hours of Anguiſh; which 
their Pride conceals from Company : But pray, — how 
could ſhe avoid coming down to dine? 

La. Grace. O! ſhe took care of that, before ſhe went to ded; 
by ordering her Woman, whenever ſhe was ask'd . 10 * 
ſhe was not well. 

Max. You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I n 

La. Grace. Up! I queſtion whether ſhe be awake yet. | 

Man. Terrible! what a Figure does ſhe make now! That 
Nature ſhould throw away ſo much Beauty upon a Creature, to 
make ſuch a ſlatternly U ſe of it! 

L a. Grace. O fy | there is not a more elegant Beauty in Town, 
when ſhe's dreſt. 

Man. In my Eye, Madam, ſhe that's early dreſt, has ten es 
her Elegance. 

La. Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe: for I think 
I ſee her Chocolate going up — Mrs. Traſiy — a hem! 

Mrs. Truſty comes to the Door. 
Man. ( Afide.) Five a Clock in the Afternoon, for a Lady of 

Quality's Breakfaſt, is an elegant Hour, indeed! which to ſhew 

her more polite way of living too, I preſume the eats in her Bed. 

La. Grace. ¶ To Mrs. Truſty.] And when ſhe is up, I would 
be glad ſhe would let me come to her T Gllt—add-e hd 5 all, 
Mrs. Truſty. 

Truly. 1 will be ſure to let her Ladyſkip know, Madam. 
Ex. Mrs, SIO 
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Neter a'Servamt. \ p 
Serv. Sir Francis N rongbrad, Sir, deſires to ſpeak wit you. 
Man. He comes onſtaſonably —— what ſhall I do with him? 
La. Grace. O ſee him by all means, we ſhall have time e- 
nough; in the mean while I'll ſtep in, and have an Eye upon my 
— Nay, nay, don't mind me — you have Dale 
Man. You muſt be obey d 
[ Retreatmg while Lady Grace goes our. 
Deſire Sir Francis to walk in. [Ex. Servant. 
I ſappoſe by this time his wiſe Worſhip begins to find, that the 
Pallance'of his is Journey to London is on the wrong fide. 


Enter Sir FRANCIS. | | 
Sir Francis, your Servant; how came I by the Favour of this 
extraordinary V ifit? 

Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin! 

Man. Why that ſorrowful Face, Man? 
Sir Fran. I have no Friend alive but you =—- 

Mau. I am ſorry for that but what's the Matter? 

Sir Frau. | have plaid the F. ool by this Journey. 1 fee now — 
for my bitter Wife 

Man. What of her? 

Sir Frau. Is playing the Devil! 

Man. Why truly, that's a Part that moſt of your fine Ladies 
begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 

Sir Fran. If I am a living Man, Couſin, ſhe has made away 
with above two hundred and fifty Pound, ſince e morn- 
ing! 

Mas. Hah! I ſee a good Houſe- wife will da a great deal of 
work in a little time. | 

Sir Fran. Work do they call it? Fine work indeed ! 

Max. Well! but how do you mean, made away With it? 
What, ſhe has laid it out, may be but I ſuppoſe you have 
an Account of it. 

Sir Frau: Yes, yes, I have had the Account, indeed; but I 
mun needs-ſay,-it's a very ſorry one. 

Man. Pray let's hear. 

Sir Fran. Why, firſt, I let her have an hundred and fifty, to 
get things handſome about her, to let the World ſee that I was 
Some-body ! and I thought that Sum was very gentcel. 

F 3 Man. 


Rind het at the Hazärd- Table. 
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Mar. Indeed 1 think ſo; and, in the Country, might have 
ſerv'd her a Twelvemonth. © nk COTA! 
Sir Fan, Why i it er here in this fine Tatyn, 
forſooth ! it could not get through four and twenty hours —— 
for, in half that time, it was all Fquandred away in N 1 
new-faſhjon'd Trurnpery. wo 

Manu. O! for Ladies in London, Sir Francis all this might be 
neceſſary. 

Sir Fray. Noa! theere's the Plague on't! the Devil o'one wſe- 
ful Thing do I ſee for it, but two pair of lac'd Shoes, and nn 
ſtond me in three Paund three Shillings a Pair too. 

Man. Dear Sir! this is nothing! Why we have City e 
here, that, while their good Man is ſelling three Penny-worth of 
Sugar, will give you twenty Pound for a ſhort Apron. | 

Sir Fran. Mercy on us! What a mortal poor Devil is # Hus 
band! 

Man. Well, but I hope, you have nothing elſe to complain of? 

Sir Fran. Ah! would I could ſay fo too — but there's 
another hundred behind yet, that goes more to my Heart, than 
all that went before it. 

Ma#. And how might that be diſpoſed of? 

Sir Fran. Troth, I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you. 

May. Out with it. 

Sir Fran. Why ſhe has been at an Aſſembly, 

Man. What, ſince I ſaw you! I thought you had alf Sopt at 
home laſt Nigh 

Sir Fran. Gow ſo we did — and all as merry as Grips = 
Þ cod! my Heart was ſo open, that I toſs'd another hundred in- 
to her Apron, to go out early this Morning with But the 
Cloth was no ſooner taken away, than in comes my Lady To 
ly here (— who between you and | — mum! has had the Devil 
to pay yonder —) with another ratitipo! Dame of Quality, and 
out they muſt have her, they ſaid, to introduce her at my Lady 
Noble's Aſſembly forſooth — a few Words, yon may be furk, 
made the Bargain — ſo, bawnce! and away they drive as if the 
Devil had got into the Coach-box — fo about four or five in 
the Morning —— home comes Madam, with het Eyes 1 Foot 
deep in her Head and my poot hundred Pond delt be- 


Mau. All loft at Dice! Y o 911 115 36 
Sir Bus. 
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J Fran. Every Shilling among a Parcel of Pig-tail 
Puppies, and Pale-fac'd Women of Quality, 

Man... But pray, Sit Francis, how came you, after yen found 
her ſo ill an Houſe-wife of n fo ſoon to truſt her with 
mother?) 

Sir Fra. Why, truly, I mun ſay that was partly my own 
fault: for if I had not been a Blab of my Tongue, Lbelieve that 
laſt hundred might have been ſav d. 

Mau. How fo? _ 

Fir Fran. Why, like an Owl, as I was, out of good - will, 
forſooth, partly to keep her in Humour, I muſt needs tell her of 
the thouſand Pound a Year, | had juſt got the Promiſe of. 
P. cod! ſhe lays her Claws upon it that moment ſaid it was all 
owing to her Advice, and truly ſhe would have her Share on't. 

Man. What, before you had it your ſelf? 

Sir Fran. Why ay ! that's what I told her — My Dear, ſaid I, 
mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt Quarter on't this half year. 

Mau. Sir Francis, I have heard you, with a great deal of Pa- 
tience, and I really feel Compaſſion for you. 

Sir Fran. Truly, and well you may, Couſin, for I don't ſee 
that my Wifc's Goodneſs is a bit the better, for bringing to 
London. | 

Mas. If you remember, I gave you a Hint of it. 

Sir Fran. Why ay, it's true you did ſo: But the Devil himſelf 
could not have believ d ſhe would have rid Poſt to him. 

Mas. Sir, if you ſtay but a fortnight in this Town, you will 

every Day ſee hundreds as faſt upon the Gallop, as the is. 

Sir Frau. Ah! this London is a baſe Place indeed —— waunds, 
if things ſhould happen to go wrong with me at Weſtminſter, at 
this rate, how the Devil ſhal] I keep out of a Ja? 

Aen. Why truly, there ſeems to me but one way to avold it. 


Vir Fran. Ah! would you could tell me that, Couſin. 


Man. The: way lies plain before you, Sir; the fame Road that 
brought you hither will carry you ſafe home again. | | 

Sir Fran.  Ods-fleſh! Couſin, what! and leave a thoufand 
Pound a Year behind me? 

Man, Pooh! pooh! leave any thing behind you, but your Fe- 
mily, and you are a Sayer by it, 

Sir Fran. Ay, but conſider, Couſin, what a ſcyrvy Figare hal 


CEE if I come dawn withawt it! 
q F 4 Mas. 
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Max. You will make a much more — in a 
Jayl, without it. 


Sir. Fran. May hap nennen of it ay, 
Couſin? : 

Mas. Sir Francis, to do you the Service of a real F nend) I 
mult ſpeak very plainly to you: 760. don't yet _ half = _ 
that's before you! f 

Sir Fran. Good - lack! how may yow mean, Coulin? 

Man. In one Word, your whole Affairs ſtand thus — In a 
Week, you will loſe your Seat, at Veſiminſter: In a Fortnight, 
my Lady will run you into a Jayl, by keeping the beſt Company 
un four and twenty Hours, your Daughter will run a- 
way With a Sharper, becauſe ſhe has not been uſed to better Com- 
pany: And your Son will ſteal into Marriage with a caſt Miſtreſs, 
becauſe he has not been uſed to any Company at all, 

Sir Fran. I'th' name o' goodneſs why ſhould you -_ al 
this ? 

Mar. Becauſe I have Proof of it; in ſhort, I know 0 much 
of their Secrets, that if all this is not prevented to-night, it will 
be out of your Power to do it, to-morrow morning. 

Sir Frau. Mercy upon us! you frighten me — Well, Sir, I 
will be govern'd by yow : But what am I to do in this Caſe? 

Man. I have not time here to give you proper Inſtructions: 
but about eight this Ev'ning, I'll call at your Lodgings : and 
there you ſhall have full Conviction, how much I have it at 
Heart, to ſerve you. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my Lord deſires to ſpeak with you. i 

Man. I'll wait upon him. 

Sir Fran. Well then, Pl! go ſtrait home, naw. 

Man. At eight depend upon me. 

Sir Fran. Ah dear Coufin! I ſhall be bound to you as ; long 25 
I live. Mercy deliver us! what a terrible Journey have I made 
on't! | [Exe. ſeverally. 


— — — — — a 


The SCENE opens to a Dreſſing- room. Lady Townly, 
as Juft up, walk; to her Ti vilet, , leaning 01 on Mrs. Tru ſty. 


Truſty. Dear Madam, what n make your Ladyſhip ſo out 
o order? La. Town. 


A JovzNly ys London“! 7 


La. Town. How is it poſſible to be well, where one is kid 
for want of Sleep? 

Traſty." Dear me — raw Madam, I 
was in hopes your Ladyſhip had been finely compos'd. 

| La: Town. Compos'd! why l have layn in an Inn here! this 


Houle is worſe than an Inn with ten Stage-coaches ! What be- 


tween my Lord's impertinent People of Buſineſs in a Morning, 
and the intollerable thick Shoes of Footmen at Noon, one has 
not a wink all Night. 

'Trafty. Indeed, Madam, it's a great pity, my Lord can't be 
perſuaded into the Hours of People of Qualit) Though 
I muſt fay that, Madam, your Ladyſhip is certainly the beſt Ma- 
trimonial Manager, in Town. 

La. Town, Oh! you are quite miſtaken, Traſty! I manage 
very ill! for, notwithſtanding all the Power I have, by never 
being over-fond of my Lord yet I wait Money infi- 
nicely oftner than he is willing to give it me. | 

Traſty. Ah! if his Lordſhip could but be brought to play 


himſelf, Madam, then he might feel what it is to want Money. 


La, Tone, Oh! don't talk of it! do you know that Tam ads 
done, Truſty ? 

Truſty. Mercy forbid, Madam! 

La. Town. Broke! ruin'd ! plunder'd ! _——— ftripp'd, even 
to a Confiſcation of my laſt Guinea. 

Traſty. You don't tell me ſo, Madam! 

La. Town. And where to raiſe ten Pound in the World 
what is to be done, Tray? 

Truſty. Truly, I wiſh I were wiſe enough to tell you, Ma- 
dam: but may be your Ladyſhip may have a run of better For- 
tune, upon ſome of the good: Company that comes here to- 
night, 5 

- Town. But I have not a Gngle Guinea, to try my For- 
tune! 3 
Truſty. Hah! that's a bad Buſineſs indeed, Madam 
Adad! T have a Thought in my Head, Madam, if it is not too 
late | 

La. 3 Out with it quickly * I. beſeech ach 

Truſty. Has not the Steward ſomgthing of fifty Pound, Ma- 
dam, chat N left in his n to Pay FINN about this 
time? 8 a t i 4 


La. Som, 
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La. Town. Ot ay! 1 had. fargoto—="t3s e a | 


an——— What's his filthy Name? 10 10 01 10 

DTuſty. Now I remember, Madam, twas to Mr. Laugſring 
your old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip:turn'd off, about a Wake as 
0. becauſe he would truſt you no longer. 

La. Town. The very Wreich! if de hun hes Mid it, um 
quickly, Dear Traſty, and bid him bring it hither immediately 
[Exit Truſty.] Well! ſure mortal Woman never had ſueh For- 
tune! Five! Five, and Nine, againſt poor Seven for ever 
No! after that horrid Bar of my Chance, that Lady }/romghead's 
fatal red Fift upon the Töble, 1 aw it was impoſſible, ever, to 
win another Stake Sit up all Night! loſe all ones Mo : 
ney! dream of winning Thouſands | wake without a Shilling! 
and Then how like a Hag I look! In ſhort —<——the 
Pleaſures of Life, are not worth this Diſorder! If it were not 
for Shame now, Leouldatmoſt think, Lady Grece's ſober Scheme 
not quite ſo ridiculous If my wiſe Lord could but bold 


his Tongue for a Week, tis odds, but I ſhould hate the Town . 
in a Fortnight But I will not be driven out of it, that's | 


tive! [Truſty returns. 
»- Truſty. O Madam! there is no bearing it! Mr. Lateſtring 
was juſt let in at the Door, as I came to the Stair Fogt ; and 
the Steward is now actually paying kim the Money in the Hall. 
La. Town. Run to the Stair-caſe Head, again — and 
ſcream to 220%, that I muſt ſpeak with him this Infant. 
[Truſty rant out, and ſpeaks. 
Trufty. Mr. — hem! Mr. Poms * | 
word with you quickly! e 
Pound. ¶ wit hin.] 1'lt come to ben preſently... OY 
Trafty. Preſently won't da, Man, you en, 
this Minute. f N 
Pound. I am but juſt paying a linke Money, here. . 
FTruſt. Gods my Life! paying Money? is the Man 
diſtrated? Come here I tell you, to my —_ this 


M. _ 


| [Troſty — \ N 54 
* Tc Will the Monſter come, or ao? : 
Truſty Ves, L hear him now, Madam, he i boblng up, a8 
faſt as he can. 21 I 10192 W 2A Won. 


Za, Trum Don'tlet him come in 7 r7＋- for he will keep 
ſuch 
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ſueh a babbling about W not a- 


ble to bear him. 
LE | nnn 

Ta. O! it's well D erin, Sir! where's the f 
Ponnd? 
1Powed. Why here it ie; if you had not been in ſuch haſie 1 
would habe paid it by this time. the Man's now mong 
4 Rectipt, below; for it.” 

Truſt.” No matter! my Lady ſays, you mult not pay him wich 
that Money, there is not enough, it ſeems; there's a Piſtole, 
and a Guinea, that is not good, in it beſides there is a mi» 
flake in the Account too ['T witching the Bag from bim,} 
But die is not ar lellure to cramine it now; ſo you muſt bid 
Mr. What-&'ye-call-am call another time. 

La. Nun. What is all that Noiſe there? 
Pond. Why and it pleaſe your Ladyſhip ——— 

La. Town. Pr'ythee! don't plague me now, but do as you 

were ordet d. 
D N your Ladyiap plentis acts wat. 
[Exit Pou 

Truſty. There they are Madam [ Peuriſ the Meney ons 
if the Bag.] The pretty Things — were ſo near falling into a 
naſty Tradeſman's hands, I proteſt it made me tremble for them 


II | fancy your Ladyſhip had #s * 


nea, for Jack's ſake —— thank you, Madam, 


[Takes a Gaines 

La. Town Why, I did not bid you take it, 

Truſty. No, but your Ladyſhip look'd as if you were juſt g 
ing to bid me, and ſo 1 we willing to ave you the trouble of 
ſpeaking, Madam. 

' La. Town, Well! thou haſt deſer it, and ſb, for obo 
bat hark! don't I hear the Man making « noiſe .yonder? 
Though [ think now we Io rs for à little of bis ill 
humour — 

Traſty. I'll liſten. | | 

La. Town. Pr'ythee do. [T we goes to the . 

Truſt. Ay! they are at it Madam —— he is in a bitter Paſſion, 
with poor Pommdage — Heſt me! I believe hel] nen, 
mercy on us! how the Wretch ſwears ! | 

La. Town. And a ſober Citizen too! that's a ſhame! 


Traſly. 
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Traſty. Bah?! I think all's flent, of 2 ſudden may 
be the Porter has knock 'd him donn — Pl ſtep and ſee 
| [Exit Truſty. 

* Tus. Thoſe Trades people a are the troubleſdmeſt Crea- 
tores ! no Words will ſatisfy them! [Trufty rerarut. 

Truſly. O Madam! undone! undone! My Lord has juſt 
bolted out upon the Man, and is hearing all his pitiful Story o- 
ver — if your Ladyſhip Fn to come hither, your may * 
him yourſelf! 

La. Town. No matter: it will come K hs ade hat 
have it all from my Lord; without lofing a word by We way, 
PII warrant you. 

FTruſty. O lud! Madam! here's my Lord juſt coming in. 

La. Town. Do you get out of the way then. [Exit Truſty.] 
Jam n I want Spirits! but he will ſoon give” em Lie. g 


Euter Lord TOWNL V. nay 


*. Town. How comes it, Madam, that a Tradeſman dares 
be clamorous, in my Houſe, for Money due to him, from you? 
La. Town. You don't expect, my Lord, that I ſhould anſwer 

for other Peoples Impertinence! 

IL. Town. I expect, Madam, you ſhould anſwer for your own 
Extravagances, that are the Occaſion of it —— I thought I had 
given you Money three Months ago, to fatisfie all theſe fort of 
People! 

"La. Town. Ves, but you ſee they never Are to be fatisfied. 

L. Town. Nor am I, Madam, longer to be abus'd thus works 
become of the laſt five hundred, I gave you? 

La. Town. Gone. 

L. Town. Gone! what way, Madam? 

La. Town. Half the Town over, I believe by this time. 

L. Town. Tis well! I ſee Ruin will tate no Impreſſion, 
till it falls upon You. 

La. Town. In ſhort, my Lord, if Money is always the Sub- 
leer of our Converſation, I ſnall make you no Anſwer. © 

'Li'Town. Madani, Madam! Twill be heard, and Make you 
anſwer. 

La. Town. Make me! then 1 Un you, my Lord, this is 
. a Language 1 have not been us'd to, and I won't bear it. 


L. os. 
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L. Town. Come! come, Madam, you ſhall bear a great deal 
more, before I part with you, 

La. Town, My Lord, if you inſult me, you will have as much 
to bear, on your ſide, I can aſſure you. 

L. Town. Pooh! your Spirit grows en have 
neither Honour, Worth, or Innocence, to ſupport it 
La. Tous. You'll find, at leaſt, I have Reſentment! and do 
you-look well to the Provocation ! 

L. Town. Aſter thoſe you have given me, Madam, tis 1 
Infamous to talk with you. 

La. Tewp. I ſcorn your Imputation, and your Menaces! The 
Narrownels of your Heart's your Monitor! tis there! there, my 
Lord, you are wounded ; you. have leſs to complain of — 
many Husbands of an equal Rank to you. 

L. Town. Death, Madam! do you preſume upon your Cor- 
poral Merit! that your Perſon's leſs tainted, than your Mind! 
is it there! there alone an honeſt Husband can be injur'd? Have 
you not every other Vice that can debaſe your Birth, or ſtain the 
Heart of Woman? ls not your Health, your Beauty, Husband, 
Fortune, Family diſclaim'd, for Nights conſum'd ia Riot and 
Extravagance? The Wanton does no more; if ſhe conceals her 
Shame, does leſs: And ſure the Diſſolute ayow'd, as ſorely 
wrongs my. Honour, and my Quiet. 

La. Town. I ſce, my Lord, what ſort of Wife might pleaſe 
you. 

L. Town. Ungrateful Woman! could you have ſeen your» 
ſelf, you in yourſelf had ſeen her I am amaz'd our Legiſ- 
lature has left no Precedent. of a Divorce for this more viſible 
Injury, this Adultery of the Mind, as well as that of the Per- 
ſon ! when a Woman's whole Heart is alienated to Pleaſures I 
have no Share in, what is't to me, whether a black Ace, or a 
powder'd Coxcomb has Poſſeſſion of it? 

La. Town. If you have not found it yet, my Lord; this is 
not the way to get Poſſeſſion of mine, depend upon it. 

L. Town. That, Madam, I have long deſpair'd of; and ſince 
our Happineſs cannot be mutual, tis fit, that with our Hearts, 
our Perſons too ſhould ſeparate This Houſe you ſleep 
no more in! Tho* your Content might groſly feed upon the Diſ- 
honour of a Husband, yet my Deſires would ſtarve upon the 
Features of a Wite. 


2 La. Tous 


t 
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La. Town. Your Style, my Lord, is much of the lace Dek 
cacy with your Sentiments of Honour. | 05e 


I. Trum. Madam, Madatn | is no time or Complimens 


——- | have done with you. 

La. Tow. If we had never met, my Lor d, I Wen 
my Heart for it ! but have a Care! I may not, porkeps, do {0 . 
fily recall'd as you imagine. 

L. Tows. Recall'd! — Who's there [Exter 8 Servant. 
Delire my Siſter and Mr. Many to walk up. 

La. Town. My Lord, you may proceed as you pleaſe, PR 
pray what Indiſcretions have I committed, that are not diy 
practis d by a hundred other Women of Quality? | | 
I. Town. Tis not the Number of ill Wives, Madam, that 
makes the Patience of a Husbaud leſs contemptible: and tho's 
bad one may be the beſt Man's Lot, yet he'll make a better fi- 
gure in the World, that keeps his Misfortunes Out of von 
than he that tamely keeps her Within. 

La. Town. I don't know what Figure you may make, my 
Lord, but I ſhall have ae Ruin 10 h nene 
whateyer Company I may meet you. 

L. Town, Be ſparing of your Spirit, Madam, you'll need it 
to ſupport you. y 


Enter Lady GRACE, and MANLY, 


Mr. Many, I have an A& of Friendſhip to beg of you, which 
wants more Apolagies, than Words can make for it. 

Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that 1 may have the 
greater Merit in obliging you. 


L. Town. Siſter, I have the ſame Excuſe od intreat of yo 


too. 

La, Grace. To your Requeſt, I beg, my Lord. io 

L. Town. Thus then 28 you both were preſent at my 
i1l-confider'd Marriage, I now deſire you each will be a Wit- 
neſs of my determin'd Separation. I know, Sir, your 
Good · nature, and my Siſter's, muſt be ſhock'd at the Office I 
impoſe on you! But, as I don't ask your Juſtification. of my 
Cauſe; {01 hope you are conſcious — that an ili Woman can't 
reproach-you, if you are ſilent, upon her ſide. 

Mau. My Lord, I never thought, 'till en it could be diths 
cult to oblige you. 

La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. \ Afide.) Hewens! how | tremble! 

L. Town. For you, my Lady Towsnly, I need not here repeat 
the Provocations of my parting with you ——— the World, 1 
fear, is too well inform'd of them For the good Lord, 
your dead Father's fake, I will till ſupport you, as his Daugh- 
ter As the Lord Townly's Wite, you have had every 
thing a fond Husband could beſtow, and (to our mutual Shame 
I ſpeak it) inore than happy Wives deſire —— Bot thoſe Indul- 
gencies muſt end! State, Equipage, and Splendor, but ill be- 
come the Vices that miſuſe em The decent Neceſſaries 
of Life ſhall be ſupply'd -—— but not one Article to Luxury 
Not even the Coach, that waits to carry you from hence, ſhall 
you ever ule again! Your tender Aunt, my Lady Lovemore, 
with Tears, this Morning, has conſented to receive you ; where 
if Time, and your Condition brings you to a due Reflection, 
your Allowance ſhall be increas'd ——— But, if you ſtill are la- 
viſh of your little, or pine for paſt licentious Pleaſures, that lit- 
He ſhall be leſs! nor will I call chat Soul my Friend, that names 
you in my Hearing 

La. Grace. My Heart bleeds for her! [ Afede. 

L. Towns. O Manly! look there! turn back thy Thoughts 
with me, and witneſs to my growing Love! there was a time 
when I believ'd that Form incapable of Vice, or of Decay! 
There | propos'd the Partner of an eafy Home! There! I, for 
ever, hop'd to find a cheerful Companion, an agreeable Inti- 
mate, a faithful Friend, a uſeful Help-mate, and a tender Mo- 
ther But oh! how bitter now the Diſappointment! 

Man. The World is different in its Senſe of Happineſs: Of- 
fended as you are, I know you will {till be juſt. 

L. Town. Fear me not. 

Max. This laſt Reproach, I ſee, has ſtruck her. { Aſide. 

L. Town. No, tet me not (though I this Moment caſt her 
from my Heart for ever) let me not urge her Puniſhment be- 
yond her Crimes } know the World is fond of any Tate 
that feeds its appetite of Scandal: And as | am conſcious, Se- 
verities of this kind ſeldom fail of Imputations too groſs to men- 
tion, I here, before you both, acquit her of the leaſt Suſpicion 
rais'd againſt the Honour of my Bed. Therefore, when abroad 
her Conduct may be queſtivn'd, do her Fame that Jultice. 


La. Town. O Siſter ! Turns to La. Grace weeping. 
FRY L. Town. 
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L. Town, When Lam ſpoken of, where without Favour this 


Action may be canvaſs d, relate but * my Provocations, and 
give me up to Cenſure. Going. 

La. Town. Support me! ſave me! ide mefrom the World! 
; [Falls on La. Grace's Neck. 

L. Tows. [ Returning.) l had forgot me 
You haye no Share in my Reſentment, therefore, as you have 
liv'd in Friendſhip with her, Your Parting may admit of gent- 
ler Terms, than ſuit the Honour of an injur'd Husband. 

{Offers to go ons. 

Man. | Iuterpoſing.] My Lord, you muſt nor, ſhall not leave 
her, thus! One Moment's Stay can do your Cauſe no wrong ! 
If Looks can ſpeak the Anguiſh of the Heart, Ill anſwer with 
my Life, there's ſomething labouring in her Mind, that would 
you bear the hearing, might deſerve it. 

I. Town. Conſider! ſince we no more can meet; pres ext 
my Staying, to inſult her. 

La. Town, Yet ſtay, my Lord —— the little I would ſay, will 
not deſerve an Inſult; and Undeſerv'd, I know your Nature 
gives it nct. But as you've call'd in Friends, to witneſs your 
Reſentmeat, let them be equal Hearers of my laſt Reply. 

L. Town. I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam -— be it ſo. 

La. Town. My Lord, you ever have complain'd, I wanted 
Love; but as you kindly have allow'd I never gave it to another; 
ſo when you hear the Story of my Heart, though you may ſtill 
complain, you will not wonder at my Coldneſs. 

La. Grace. This promiſes a Reverſe of Temper. [ Apart. 

Max. | his, my Lord, you are concern'd to hear! 

L. Town. Proceed, I am attentive. 

La. Town, Before I was your Bride, my Lord, the flattering 
World had talk'd me into Beauty; which, at my Glaſs, my 
youthtul Vanity contirm'd : Wild with that Fame, I thought 
Mankind my Slaves, I triumph'd over Hearts, while all my 
Pleaſure was their Pain: Yet was my own ſo equally inſenſi- 
ble to all, that when a Father's firm Commands enjoyn'd me to 
make choice of One; I even there declin'd the Liberty he gave, 
and to his own Ele&ion yielded up my Youth His tender 
Care, my Lord, directed him to You Our Hands were 


join'd! but ſtill my Heart was wedded to its Folly! My only 
Joy was Power, Command, Society, Profuſeneſs, and to lead 
in 


— ——— — — 
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ia Pleaſures! The Husband's Right to Rule, I thought a vulgar 
Law, which only the Deform'd, or Meanly-ſpirited obey d! 1 
knew no Directors, but my Paſſions; no Maſter, but my Will! 
Even you, my Lord, ſome time o'ercome by Love, were pleas'd 
with my Delights; nor, then, foreſaw this mad Mituſe of your 
Indulgence — And, though I call my ſelf Ungrateful, while 
Iown it, yet, as a Truth, it cannot be deny'd That kind 
Indulgence has undone me! it added Strength to my habitual 
Failings, and in a Heart thus warm, in wild unthinking Lite, 
no wonder if the gentler Senſe of Love was loſt. 
L. Town. O Manly! where has this Creature's Heart 
Apart. 


been buried ? 

Man. If yet recoverable — How vaſt a Treaſure? 

La. Town. What | have ſaid, my Lord, is not my Excuſe, 
but my Conſeſſion! my Errors (give 'em, it you pleaſe, a har- 
der Name) cannot be defended! No! What's in its Nature 
Wrong, no Words can Palliate, no Plea can Alter ! What then 
remains in my Condition, but Reſignation to your Pleaſure? 
Time only can convince you of my future Conduct: There- 
tore, 'till I have liv'd an Object of Forgiveneſs, I dare not hope 
for ardon The Penance of a lonely contrite Life were 
little to the Innocent; but to have deſery'd this Separation, will 
ſttow perpetual Thorns upon my Pillow. 

La. Grace. O happy, heavenly Hearing ! 

La. Town. Siſter, Farewell! [King ber.] Your Virtue 


needs no Warning from the Shame that falls on me: But when 


you think I have atton'd my Follies paſt, — perſuade your iu- 
jur'd Brother to forgive them. 

L. Town. No Madam! Your Errors thus renounc'd, this In- 
ſtant are forgotten! So deep, fo due a Senſe of them, has made 
you, What my utmoſt Wiſhes form'd, and all my Heart has 
ſigh'd for. 

La. Town. | turning to Lady Grace.) How odious does this 
Goodneſs make me! 

La Grace. How amiable your thinking fo? 

L. Town. Long-parted Friends, that paſs through eaſy Voya- 
ges of Lite, receive but common Gladneſs in their Meeting: 
But from a Shipwreck ſav'd, we mingle Tears with our Em- 
braces ! [Embracing Lady | ownly. 
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Le. Town. We Words! what Love! ein Dag can tepiy 
"tuch Obligations? 
L. Toms. Preterve but this Deftre to pledfe, your Power is 


__ endleſs! 


Le. Tews. Oh! — till this Moment, never did I know, my 
Lord, I had a Heart to give you! 

Z. Tron, By Heay'n this yieldin Hand, when firft it gave 
you to my Wiſhes, preſented not a reafore more defirable ! O 
Manly! Siſter! as you have often ſhar'd in my Diſqulet, partake 
of my Felicity! my new-born Joy! ſee here the Bride of my De- 
fires! This may be call'd my Wedding-day ! 

La. Grace. Siſter !-(for now methinks that Name is dearer to 
my Heart than ever) let me cougraralate the Happineſs that o- 
pens to you. 

Man. Long, long, and mutual may it flow am . 
L. Tews, To make our Happineſs compleat, my Dear, join 
here with me to give a Hand, that amply will repay the Obliga- 

_ tion. 
La. Tour. Siſter! a Day like this 
La. Grace. Admits of no Excuſe 2 the general Joy. 


[Gives ber Hand to Manly. 


Man. A Joy like mine — deſpairs of Words to ſpeak it. 

L. Town. O Manly! how the Name of F riend endears the 

Brother! [ Embracing him. 
Man. Your Words, my Lord, will warm me, to deſerve 

them. 


Euter a Servant. 


Serv. My Lord, the Apartments are full of Maſqueraders — 
And ſome People of Quality there deſire to ſee your Lordſhip, 
and my Lady. 

La. Town. I thought, my Lord, your Orders had forbid this 
Revelling ? 

L. Town. No, my Dear, Manly has deſir'd their Admittance 
to-night, it ſeems upon a particular Occaſion — Say we will 
wait upon them inſtantly. [Exit Serv. 

La. Town. I ſhall be but ill Company to them. _ 

L. Town. No matter: not to ſee them, would on a ſud- 
den be too particular. _ Lady Grace will affilt you to entertain 
them. ; 

La. Towns. 


th 
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La. Daus. With her, my Lord, 1 man be alyvays eaſy —— 


Siſter, to your unetring Virtue, I now commit the Guidance 


of my future Days 


Never the Paths of Pleaſure more to tread, 
But where your guarded Innocence ſhall lead. 
For in the married State, the World muſt own, 
Divided Happineſs was never known. 
To make it mutual, Nature points the Way : 
Let Husbands govern: Gentle Wives obey. [ Exenurt. 
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The SCENE opening to another Apartment, diſcovers a 
great Number of People in Maſquerade, talking all to- 
gether, and playing upon one another: Lady Wronghead 
as a Shepherdeſs; Jenny, as a Nun; the Squire, as 4 
running Footman; and the Count in a Domino, After 
ſome time, Lord and Lady Townly, with Lady Grace, 
enter to them unmaik'd, 


L. Town. So! here's a great deal of Company, 

La. Grace. A great many People, my Lord, but no Compa- 
ny — as you'll find — for here's one now, that ſecms to have 
à mind to entertain us. 

[A Mask, after ſome affected Geſiare, makes up to 
Lady Townly. 

Mask, Well, pA Lady Zownly, ſhan't we ſee you by-and-+ 
by d 

La. Toun. I don't know you, Madam. 

Mask. Don't you, ſeriouſly ? [In a ſqneaking Tone, 

La. Town. Not I, indeed. 

Mask. Well, that's charming ! but can't you gueſs ? 

La. Town. Yes, I could gueſs wrong, I believe. 

Maik. That's what I'd have you do. 

La. Tun. But, Madam, if I don't know you at all, is not 
that as well? 

Mask. Ay, but you do know me. 

La. Town. Dear Siſter, take her off o' my Hands; there's no 


| bearing this. [ Apart. 


G 2 La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. I fancy I know you, Madam. | 

Mak. I fancy you don't: What makes you think you do? 

La. Grace. Becauſe I have heard you talk. 

Mask. Ay, but you don't know my Voice, I'm ſure. 

La. Grace. There is ſomething in your Wit and Humour, 
Madam, ſo very much your own, it is impoſſible you can be any 
Body bat my Lady Trifle. 

Mask. [Unmasking.] Dear Lady Grace! thou art a charming 
Creature. 

La. Grace. Is there no Body elſe we know here? 

Mask. O dear, yes! I have out found out fifty already. 

La. Grace. Pray, who are they? 

Mask. O, charming Company ! there's Lady Ramble 
Lady Riot Lagy Kill-Care —— Lady Squander ——— 
Lady Srrip Lady Pawn and the Dutcheſs of 
Single-Uuinea. 

L. Town. Is not it hard, my Dear! that People of) 

Senſe and Probity, are ſometimes forc'd to ſeem fond 
of ſuch Company? > 4 
La. Town. My Lord, it will always give me Pain «| * 


to remember their Acquaintance, but none to drop it 
immediately. 

La. Grace. But you have given us no Account of the Men, 
Madam. Are they good for any thing? 

Mask. O yes! you mult know, I always find out them by their 
Endeavours to find out me. 

La. Grace. Pray, who are they ? 

Mask. Why, for your Men of Tip-top Wit and Pleaſure, a- 
bout Town, there's —— my Lord Bite — Lord Arch-wag — 
Young Brazen-IWit Lord Timberdeun — Lord Joint-Life 
— and — Lord Morigage. 

Then, for your pretty Fellows only — there's Sir Powder 
Peacock — Lord Lapwing — Billy Magpye —- Beau Frightful 
— Sir Paul Plaiſter-crown, and the Marqueſs of Monkey-man. 

La. Grace. Right! and theſe ate the fine Gentlemen that ne- 
ver want Elbow- room at an Ailembly. 

Mas. The reſt, I ſuppoſe, by their tawdry, hired Habits, are 


Tradeſmen's Wives, Inns-of-Court Beaux, Jews, and kept Mi- 
ſtreſſes. 


L. Town. An admirable Collection! 


La. Grace, 


ce, 
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La. Grace. Well, of all our Publick Diverſions, I am amaz'd 
how this that is ſo very expenſive, and bas ſo little to ſlew tor 
it, can draw ſo much Company together. 

L. Tour. O! if it were not Expenlive, the better ſort would 
not come into it: And becauſe Money can purchaſe a Ticket, 
the Common People ſcorn to be kept out of it 

Mask. Right, my Lord. Poor Lady Grace! I ſuppoſe you 
are under the ſame Aſtoniſhment, that an Opera ſhould draw fo 
much good Company. 

La. Grace. Not at all, Madam; it's an eaſier matter ſure to 
gratifie the Ear, than the Underitanding. But have you uo 
Notion, Madam, of receiving Pleafure and Profit at the fame 
time ? 

Mask. Oh! quite none! unleſs it be ſometimes winniug a 
great Stake; laying down a ole, ſans prendre may come up, to 
the profitable Pleature you were ſpeaking of. 

L. Town. You ſeem attentive, my Dear? 

La. Town. I am, my Lord; and amaz'd at my W 
Follies, ſo ſtrongly painted in another Woman! ü 

La. Grace, But ſee, my Lord, we had beſt adjourn our De- 
bate, I belicve, tor here are ſome Mlasks that fcem to have a 
mind to divert other People as well as themſelves. 

L. Town. The leaſt we can do is to give them a clear Stage 
then. 

{ [A Dance of Mails here, in various Characters. 
This was a Favour extraordinary. 


Enter MANLY. 


O Manly! I thonght we had loſt you. 
Man. I ask Pardon, my Lord; but I have been oblig'd to 
look a little after my Country Family. | 
L. Town. Well, pray, what have you done with them? 
Man. They are all in the Houle here, among the Masks, my 


Lord; if your Lordſhip has Curioſity enough, to ſtep into a 


lower Apartment, in three Minutes I'll give you an ample Ac» 
count of them. 
L. Town. O! by all means: We will wait upon you. 
[The Scene jhuts upon the Maiks to @ ſmaller Apartment. 
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MANLY re- enters, with Sir F RANCIS -'WRONGHEAD. 


Sir Fran. Well, Conſin, you hare made my very Hair ſtand 
an End! Waunds ! if what you tell me be true, I'll ſtuff my 
whale Family into a Stage-Coach, and . them into the 
Country again on Monday Morning. 

Man. Stick to that, Sir, and We may yet And a way. to re- 
deem all: In the mean time, place your ſelf behind this Screen, 
and for the Truth of what I have told you, take the Evidence of 
your own Senſes : But be ſurg you keep cloſe till I give you the 
Signal. 

Sir Frau. Sir, I'Il warrant you Ah! my Lady! my 
Lady ang What a bitter Buſineſs have yon drawa ine 
into? 

Mar. Huth! to your Poſt; here comes one Couple already. 
| [Sir Fran. retires bebind the Screen. Ex. Man, 


Enter MYRTILLA, with Sguire RICHARD. 
Sg. Rich. What! is this the Doctor's Chamber? 

Mr. Ves, yes; ſpeak ſoftly. 

Sgu. Rich. Well, but where is he? 

Myr. He'll be ready for us prefently, but he ſays he can't do 
us the good Turn, without Witnelles: So, when the Count 
and your Siſter come, you know, he and you may be Fathers 
for one another. 

Sau. Rich, Well, well, Tit for Tat! ay, ay, that will be 
friendly. 

Mr. And ſee! here they come. 


Euter Count BASSET, and Miſs JENNY. 


C. Baſ. So, ſo, here's your Brother, and his Bride, before us, 
my Dear. 

Jenny. Well, I vow, my Heart's at my Mouth ſtin! I thought 
I ould never have got rid of Mama! but while ſhe ſtood ga- 
ping upon the Dance, I gave her the flip! Lawd! do bur fee! 
how it beats here. 

C. Baſ. O the pretty Flutterer ! I proteſt, my Den, you have 
put mine into the ſame Palpitation ! 

Fenny. Ah! you ſay fo but let's ſee now O 
Lud! I vow it thumps purely — well, well, I ſec it will do, 
and fo where's the Parſon ? 


C. Baſ. 


call out 
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C. Baſ. Mrs. Myrtills, wil you be > good #5 to aif the 
Doctot's ready for us ?? 

45 He only ſtaid for you, Sir: I'll ferch him immediately. 

IEx. Myr. 

Jenny. Pray, Sir, am not 1 to ue Place of Mama, when 
I'm a Counteſs? 

C. Baſ. No doubt on't, my Dear. 

Jemy. O Lud! how her Back will be up then, when the 
meaty me at an Aſſembly? or You and 1 in our Coach and Six, 

at Hyde-Park together ? | 
C. Baſ. Ay! or when ſhe hears the Box-keepers, at an Opera, 
The Connteſ; of Baſſet's Servants! 

Jenny. Well, I fay it, that will be delicious! And then, may- 
hap, to have a fine Gentleman with a Star and a What-d'ye-cal- 
lum Ribbon, lead me to my Chair, with his Hat under his Arm 
all the way! Hold up, ſays the Chairman, and ſo, ſays I, My 
Lord, your Humble Servant. I ſuppoſe, Madam, lays he, we 
hall ce you at my Lady Quadrilie's! Ay, ay, to be ſure, my 
Lord, ſays | — So in ſwops me, with my Hoop ſtuffd up to 
my Forehead ! and away they trot, ſwing! ſwang! with my 
Taſſils dangling, and my Flambeaux blazing, and Oh! 
it's a charming thing to be a Woman of Quality ! 

C. Baſ. Well! I ſee that plainly, my Dear, there's ne'er a 
Dutcheſs of em all will become an Equipage like you. 

Jenny. Well, well, do you find Equipage, and Pl find Airs, 
I warrant you. Singt. 

Su. Rich. Troth! I think this Maſquerading's the merrieſt 
Game that ever I ſaw in my Life! Thof, in my mind, and there 
were but a little Wreſtling, or Cudgel-playing- naw, it would 
help it hugely ! But what a- rope makes the Parſon ſay Þ ? 

C. Ba. Oh! here he comes, I believe. 


Euter MYRTIL LA, with a Confbable. 


Conſt. Well, Madam, pray which is the Party that wants a 
Spice of my Office here ? 

Myr. That's the Gentleman. [ Pointing to the Count. 
C. B4ſ. Hey-day! what, in Maſhuerade, Doctor? 

Conſt. Doctor! Sir, I believe you have miſtaken your Man: 
But if you are called Count Bafer, I have a Biller-doux in my 
Hand for you, that will ſet you right preſently. 

U 4 C. Bf. 
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C. Baſ. What the Devil's the meaning of all this? 

Conſt. Only my Lord S uſtice $ Warrant againſt yon for 
Forgery, Sir. 

C. Baſ. Blood and Thunder ! 

Conft. And ſo, Sir, if you pleaſe to pull off your Fool's 
Frock there, I'll wait upon you to the next Juſtice of Peace im- 
mediately. 

Jenny. O dear me! what s the matter? Trembling. 

C. Baſ. O! nothing, only a Maſquerading Frolick, my Dear. 

gu. Rich. Oh ho! is that all? 

Sir Fran. No Sirrah! that is not all. 

[Sir Fran. coming ſoftly behind the Squire, levels him down 
with his Cane. 


Euter MANLY, 


Squ. Rich. O Lawd! O Lawd! he has beaten my Brains 
out ! 

Man. Hold, hold, Sir Francis, have a little Mercy upon my 
poor Godſon, pray Sir. 

Sir Fran. Waunds, Cozen, I han't Patience. 
C. Baſ. Manly! nay, then I am Blown to the Devil. [ Afee. 

gu. Rich. O my Head! my Head 


Enter Lady WRONGHEAD. 


La. Wrong. What's the Matter, here, Gentlemen? for Hea- 
vens ſake! What, are you murdering my Children? 

Conſt. No, no, Madam, no Murther! only a little Suſpicion 
of Felony, that's all. 

Sir Fran, [To Jenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hot-upon't, I could 
find in my Heart to make you wear that Habit, as long as you 
live, you Jade you. Do you know, Huſſy, that you were with- 
in two Minutes ef marrying a Pick-Pocket? 

C. Baſ. So, ſo, all's out, I find. Aſide. 

Jenny. O the Mercy! why, pray, Paps, is not the Count a 
Man of Quality then ? 

Sir Fran. O yes! one of the unhang'd one's, it ſeems. 

La. Wrong. [ Aſide.) Married! O the confident Thing! There 
was his urgent Buſineſs then ſlighted for her! 1 han't Pa- 
tience! — and for ought I know, I have been all this while 
making a F riendihip with a * man 

Man. 
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Man. Mr. Conſtable! ſecure that Door there. 

Sir Fran. Ah my Lady! my Lady! this comes of your Joor- 
ney to London! but now I'll have a Frolick of my own, Ma- 
dam; therefore pack up your T rumpery this very Night, for the 
Moment my Horſes are able to crawl, you and your Brats ſhall 
make a Journey into the Country again. 

La. Wrong. Indeed, you are miſtaken, Sir Francis — I ſhall 
not ſtir out of Town yet, I promiſe you. 

Sir Frau. Not ſtir! Wannds! Madam 

Man. Hold, Sir — if you'll give me leave a little — I fancy 
T ſhall prevail with my Lady to think better on't. 

Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin, you are a Friend indeed 

Man. | Apart to my Lady.) Look you, Madam, as to the Fa- 
vour you deſign'd me, in ſending this ſpurious Letter incloſed to 
my Lady Grace, all the Revenge I have taken, is to have fav'd 
your Son and Daughter from Ruin —— Now if you will take 
them fairly and quietly into the Country again, I will fave your 
Ladyſhip from Ruin. 

La. Wrong. What do you mean, Sir? | 

Man. Why, Sir Francis ſhall never know what is in 
this Letter; look upon it. How it came into my Hands you 
ſhall know at leiſure. 

La. Wrong. Ha! my Bullet-doux to the Count! and an Ap» 
pointment in it! I ſhall ſink with Confuſion! 

Man. What ſhall I ſay to Sir Francis, Madam? 

La. Wrong. Dear Sir! I am in ſuch a Trembling! preſerve my 
Honour, and I am all Obedience! Apart to Manly. 

Man. Sir Francis — my Lady is ready to receive your Com- 
mands for her Journey, whenever you pleaſe to appoint it. 

Sir Fran. Ah Coulin! I doubt I am oblig'd to yon for it. 

Man. Come, come, Sir Francis! take it as you find it. Obe- 
dience in a Wife is a good thing, though it were never ſo won+ 
derful! —— And now, Sir, we have nothing to do but to diſ- 
poſe of this Gentleman. 

C. Baſ. Mr. Manly! Sir! I hope you won't ruin me. 

Man. Did not you forge this Note for five hundred Pound, 
Sir? | 

C. Baſ. Sir I ſee you know the World, and therefore 
I ſhall not pretend to prevaricate But it has hurt no Body 


yet, Sir! I beg you will not ſtigmatize me! ſince you have ſpoil'd 
2 | my 
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my Fortune in One Family, I hopg ms yon 't be ſq cruel to a 
Tanng Fellow, as to put it put of my Power, In, to make it 
in Another, Sir! . 

Man. Lock you, Sir, I have not much Time to wifte with 
you: But if you expect Mercy your Wh you d ſhew it to 
one, you have been cruel ta. 

C. Baſ. Cruel, Sir! | 

Man. Have not you ruin'd this young Woman? 2 

C. Baſ. I, Sir? 

Mau. I know. you r you can't blame 
her, if, in the Fact you are charg d with, ſhe is a principal Wit- 
neſs againſt you. Howeyer, you have one, and one only Chance 
to get off with. Marry her this We Jay * 
off her Evidence. 

C. Baſ. Dear Sir! 

Man. No words, Sir; a Wife, or a Mittimus. 

C. Baſ. Lord, Sir ! this is the moſt unmerciful Mercy! 

Man. A private Penance, or a publick one — Conſtable! 

C. Baſ. Hold, Sir, ſince you are pleas'd to give me my 
Choice; I will not make ſo ill a Compliment to the Lady, as 
not to give her the Preference. 

Man. It muit be done this Minute, Sir: the Chaplain you ex- 
pected is (till within call. 

C. Baſ. Well, Sir, ——— ſince it muſt be o Come, 
Spouſe -— 1 am not the Firſt of the Fraternity, that has run his 
Head into one Nooſe, to keep it out of another. 

Myr. Come, Sir, don't repine : Marriage is, at worſt, but 
playing upon the Square. 

C. Baſ. Ay, but the worſt of the Match too, is the Devil. 

Man. Well, Sir, to let you ſee it is not ſo bad as you think 
it; as a Reward for her Honeſty, in deteing your Practices, 
inſtead of the forg'd Bill, you would have put upon her, there's 
a Real One of five hundred Pound, to begin a new Honey- 
Moon with. [Gives it to Myrtilla. 

C. Baſ. Sir, this is ſo generous an Act 

Man. No Compliments, dear dit / I am not at leiſure 
nov to receive them: Mr Conflable, will you be ſo good as to 
wait upon this Gentleman into the next Room, and give this 
Lady in Marriage to him? 

Conſt. Sir, I'll do it faithfully. 


C. Baſ. 
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C. Ba Well! five hundred will ſerve to make a handſome 
. Puſh with, however. [Ex. Count, Myr. and Conſtable. 
Sir Frau. And that I may be ſure my Family's rid of him for 
ever come my Lady, let's even take our Children a- 
long with us, and be all Witneſs of the Ceremony. 
[Ex. Sir Fran. Lady Wrong. Miſs and Squire. 
Man. Now, my Lord, you may enter. 


Enter Lord and Lady TOWNLY, and Lady GRACE. 


p = Tau. So, Sir, I give you Joy of your Negociation. 

Mar. You overheard it all, I preſume? 

La. Grace. From firſt to laſt, Sig. 

L. Town. Never were Knaves and Fools better diſpos'd of. 

Max. A fort of Poetical Juſtice, my Lord, not much above 
the Judgment of a Modern Comedy, 

L. Town, To heighten that Reſemblance, I think, Siſter, thre 
only wants your rewarding the Hero of the Fable, by naming 
the Day of his Happineſs. | 

La. Grace. This Day, To-morrow, every Hour, I hope, of 
Life to come, will ſhew I want not Inclination to compleat it. 

Man. Whatever I may want, Madam, you will always find 
Endeavours to deſerve you. 

L. Town, Thep all are bappy. 

La. Town. Siſter! I give you Joy |! couſummate a as the hap» 
pieſt Pair can boaſt. 


In you, methinks, as in a Glaſs, I ſee 

The Happineſs, that once advanc'd to me. 

So viſible the Bliſs, ſo plain the Way, 

How was it poſſible my Senſe could (tray? 

But, now, a Convert, to this Truth, I come, 
That Marticd Happineſz is * found from * 
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| Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIEL D. 


METHINKS I hear fome Powder'd Criticks ſay, 
« Damn it! this Wife Reform'd has ſpoil'd the Play! 
« The Coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in Faſhion, 0 


&« Have gratify'd her Softer Inclination, 

Have tipt ber a Gallant, and clinchd the Provocation. 
But there our Bard ſtopt ſhort : For *twere uncivil | 
T' have made a modern Belle, all fer a Devil! 

He hop'd, in honour of the Sex, the Age 

Would bear one mended Woman — on the Stage. 

FROM whence, you ſee, by Common Seuſe's Rules, 
Wirves might be govern'd, were not Hubands Fools, 

I hat. e er by Nature Dames are prone to do, 

They ſeldom ſtray, but when they govern you. 
When the wild Wife perceives her Deary tame, 
No Wonder then fhe plays him all the Game. 
But Men of Senſe meet rarely that Diſaſter ; 
Women take Pride, where Merit is therr Maſter: 
Nav, ſhe that with a Weak Man wiſely lives, 
Vill feem i' obey the due Commands ſhe gives! 
Happy Obedicnce is no more a Wonder, 
When Men are Men, and keep them kinal under. 
But modern Conſorts are { High-bred Creatures, 
They think a Husband's Power degrades their Features: 
That nothing more Proclaims a Reigning Beauty, 
Than that jhe never was reproach'd with Duty : 
And that the greateſt Bleſſing Heav'n cer ſent, 

I in a Spouſe Incurious, and Content. 

TO give ſuch Dames a different Caſt of Thought, 
By calling home the Mind, theſe Scenes were wronght, 
If, with a Hand too rude, the Task is done, 

We hope the Scheme, by Lady Grace laid down, ; 
Will all ſuch Freedom with the Sex attone. 

That Virtue there unſoil'd, by modiſ Art, 

Throws out Attractions for a Manly's Heart. 

YOU, Tou then, Ladies, whoſe nnqneſtion'd Lives 

Give you the foremoſt Fame of Happy Wives, 
Protect, for its Attempt, this helpleſs Play; 
Nor leave it to the valgar Taſte, a Prey: 
Appear the frequent Champions of its Canſe, 

Direct the Crowd, and give yourſelves Applauſe. 
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gang by Mrs. Cry Ben, inthe Fourth Ad. 
The Words and Muſick by Mr. CAA r. 
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Oh, Ihre a | Husband! % ma-. Fot 
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why ſhould 1 log----ger tar ry, For why ſhould 1 
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longer tar-ry, Than other brisk Girls have 
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done? For if I ſtay, til 1 growGrey. They'll 
© - | 3 1 


* 8 
RET 524 — — 1 
by 7 = 
e 


call me old Maid, and tuſty old Jade; So 
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I'll no longer tar----ry, But I'll have a 
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Husband, ay Money can 
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Oy 
buy me One, 


My Mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming; 

And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 

And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 

That I ſuch vain Thoughts ſhou'd ſhun : 

My Siſters they cry, Oh fre! and Oh ſye! 
But yet I can fee, They're as coming as me; 

So let me have Husbands in Plenty: 

I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 


Than dye an Old Maid undone. 
9 


Jung by Mrs. CI BEA, on the Fifth 48; 
The Words and Moſick by Mr, Cax xy. 
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of them all, With a Stand by---Clear the Way. 


II. 
Surrounded by a Crowd of Beaux, 
With ſmart Toupces, 3 Cloaths, 
At Rivals PM turn up my Noſe; Vol 
Oh, -cou'd fee the Day? R 

vn dag ſuch Glances fem theſe "Pl 
Shall inake ſome Lord, K. Duke, my Prize; 
And then, Oh! how: "PN tra 
With a Stand ! v * Clear the War. 
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e and Plays,” and Balls, all Night; 
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_ For the FLUTE. 


Oh! then for ey vy new Delight, 
For Equipage and Diamonds bright, | 


Oh, cou'd I ſce he Day! . 8 


oe Love and Joy I'd take my Fill 


The tedious Hours of Life to kill, 


In eyery thing Id have my Will, 
_ | With a Send hy Clear tbe Way. 


